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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Pure fiction. | have nothing but love and admiration for Bruce and Janick as well as the rest of Iron Maiden 


CHAPTER ONE 


Jan was able to arrange it so he didn't have to quit the plumbing job, he managed to get them to reduce his 
hours so he had more time for practice. He rehearsed with White Spirit in the evenings while Bruce was at 
class, sometimes in their room although it was very cramped with five guys and the equipment. Some 
weekends there was a long drive to the gig and the schedule was difficult to get used to at first. Once Bruce 
got to know Graeme better, however, he was completely reassured that there was nothing going on between 
him and Jan. Graeme and Phil the bassist were practically joined at the hip and only had eyes for each other, a 
fact that didn't seem to bother Jan in the least because Jan only had eyes for Bruce. Phil even seemed to 


have been able to curb Graeme's drinking and the band were gathering a small but loyal following in the circuit 


they were playing. Bruce got on well with all of them and they welcomed him along on their road trips. It was 
exhausting at times but his grades in the class didn't suffer and in February he was approached by the 


faculty about an apprentice position beginning the upcoming summer 


White Spirit didn't make a great deal of money but Jan wasn't in it for the money. The music itself 
transformed him, he was somehow finding time to write more of it and for some unknown reason the 
creativity seemed to boost his libido as well, not that it needed any further boost. He and Bruce were careful 
about being overly affectionate in front of others but there were quick, stolen trysts in the van after shows 
while the others were having a drink at the bar, or lunchtime quickies when Jan was able to come home during 
his lunch break and Bruce would come upstairs for a hurried romp. Their favorite times, though, were 
Sundays. They often spent the day in bed, having gotten in late from the Saturday night show, and were able 


to take the time for long, slow, dreamlike lovemaking. 


The weeks were passing, though, and Bruce knew that White Spirit were soon returning to the UK. where they 
were booked at several summer music festivals. Bruce didn't learn of it from Jan, he overheard a couple of 
the others talking about it. He was waiting for Jan to bring the subject up, to tell him what his plans were. 
Bruce had accepted the apprenticeship at a large aircraft maintenance facility near the airport and Jan was 
aware of this. If Jan returned to England with the band, Bruce didn't know what he would do. Even though he 
was no longer jealous of Jan and Graeme he couldn't bear the thought of a prolonged separation, yet he had 
worked so hard to gain the apprenticeship he was reluctant to turn his back on that to follow Jan back to 
England. 

Spring was well underway before he finally mentioned the situation to Jan one Sunday. The Saturday night gig 
had been in Oakland, not far away, so they had arrived back home not long after midnight. The rest of White 
Spirit had lingered at the club where they had played but Bruce and Janick caught a bus home so by mid 
morning they were awake but just lounging in bed. The weather had warmed significantly and the bedroom 
window was partially open, bright sunshine flowed in and across the bed and Jan was sitting cross-legged re 
stringing his acoustic, having left the Strat with the rest of the band equipment in the van, and Bruce was 
just sitting watching him. His honey blond waves fell in a curtain around his face as he bent to his task and 
with the sunlight glowing on him it he looked to Bruce like an angel. He couldn't keep quiet about his concerns 
any longer, the thought of being apart from Jan had been torturing him for weeks. 

"Where are next weekends gig?" 

Jan finished tightening the high E string and began to tune the instrument but he raised his head to smile at 
Bruce. "Right here in town, two nights at a club downtown. " 

"And the following week?" Bruce persisted. 

Jan was getting an idea now of where Bruce was going with these questions, and he lay the guitar back in its 
case on the floor. He lay back on the bed on his side facing Bruce, his face troubled. "There are no more gigs 
after this upcoming weekend" 

Bruce was determined to stop beating around the bush. "You mean, no more gigs in America." 

It took Jan a minute to reply, and when he did speak it was with reluctance. "Yeah. The next engagements are 
in the midlands." 

"The midlands of England." 

"Yeah." Jan's voice was quiet. 


Bruce was getting tired of having to drag the information out of Jan piecemeal. "So when are you leaving?" 


| haven't decided yet if I'm going with them." 


"Were you even planning on talking it over with me?" Bruce was a litle impatient now. 


"You have to make a decision, you know. And you have to do it soon" 

"I know, | know! | don't know what to do, don't you get that?" 

Bruce's voice softened. He knew Jan was troubled, probably just as troubled as he was if not more so. He 
reached out and stroked back the unruly hair. "Im sorry, | know it's hard." 

"Is harder than you think," Jan confessed. "Graeme told me that there have been record company scouts 
asking about us. The promoter who got us these California gigs has been talking up how well we're being 
received over here." 

This was a blow to Bruce, but hardly more than he was expecting. "You have to go with them, you know." 

"| don't have to do anything! I've got a job here, after all. And..you're here Bruce. You start your 
apprenticeship next month, things are really coming together for you." 

"And for you too, if you have a chance at a record contract! You can't pass that opportunity up, Jan!" 
"Bruce." Jan's voice sounded on the edge of despair. "| don't want to be apart from youl | won't do it, | can't!" 
Bruce moved to take the slender blonde in his arms then, holding him close but gently. "It wouldn't mean we're 
breaking up, Jan. | won't let that happen, | couldn't stand it if that happened! But you have to take this chance, 
this is what you've always wanted!" 

"No, you are what I've always wantedll" Jan's arms clasped tight around Bruce then, strangling tight, and he 
pressed his face into Bruce's chest. Bruce felt the moistness of tears against him and his heart wrung for his 
lover. But he also knew he couldn't let himself stand in the way of Jan's lifelong dream. 

"Jan.Janick, look at me!" When Jan raised his head, Bruce placed a kiss on his forehead. "If you go to England, 
you'll come back to me, won't you?" 

"Of course, Bruce. But..." 

Bruce placed a finger across Jan's lips. "But, nothing. You have to go, we both know it. And | can't go, | have to 
see this apprenticeship through. If | put in enough hours working with a certified mechanic, | can be certified 
too. Then we can go anywhere we want, I'll be able to find work, you'll be able to play..it will be okay!" 
“But.but Bruce, we'll have to be apart for at least three or four months!" 

"And by that time | may be able to get a good start toward becoming a certified mechanic! | don't want you to 
go, but if you don't go you will always regret it. You know it's true!" 

Jan's eyes stayed locked onto Bruce's for a long minute, then he nodded almost imperceptibly. "I know. You're 
right. But I'll call you! | don't care how much it costs, I'll call you every day!" 

"You won't be making very much money." Bruce cautioned him. 

"| don't carel You...you want me to call, don't you?" 

For a reply Bruce clamped his arms around Jan and kissed him with so much passion it left them both 
breathless. "God yes, | want you to calll I'll help pay for the calls, but | want to at least hear your voice every 
day!" 


The boys at Pete's threw an all-out going away party two weeks later, not just for Jan but for the entire 
band, and Pete turned a blind eye when they smuggled a keg of beer into the back room. Pete's crowd had met 
White Spirit in passing a few times when band members would come around to talk to Jan, but that night they 
felt like they were all old friends Pete kept the place open late, trusting the guys to lock up, but the party 
lasted well into the wee hours of the morning and it was after 2:00 AM. when Bruce and Jan made their back 


to their room. 

They had both had a number of beers but the walk home in the cool night air cleared their heads somewhat. 
A feeling of dread was sitting in Bruce's chest like a lead weight. White Spirit, including Jan, were leaving just 
after noon the next day. Jan was excited about going home, about seeing his family and performing at the gigs 
they had lined up for the summer, but he was quiet and solemn too as they walked hand in hand, separating 
only because the stairs to their room were too narrow to climb two abreast. 

Once inside, the two still didn't speak. They had talked endlessly over the previous two weeks and were both 
resigned to their separation Bruce turned on the small lamp by the bed, bathing the room in it's soft glow, and 
turned to Jan. He wasn't surprised to see his gray eyes filled with tears. 

There wasn't anything he could do or say. He reached up to touch Jan's face softly, and Jan covered his hand 
with his own, then turned it and kissed the palm. 

"| love you so much, Brucie," he finally spoke, his voice low and breaking. "Don't forget that. And I'll be back in 
the autumn" 

The plan was for Jan to return to California after the last of the summer festival gigs, but Bruce knew in his 
heart that this could change if the band actually did get a recording contract. God only knew what would 
happen then, and he had been trying to push it from his mind. He had to keep reminding himself that he 
wanted Jan to be a success, he wanted the band to take off, to make records and make money. He wanted 
what was best for Jan. But he was so heartsick it was all he could do to not beg Jan to stay. He didn't, 
though, because he knew Jan would stay and possibly miss out on the opportunity of a lifetime. 

"I know, | know. Its only a few months. We'll be okay." To his dismay he heard his voice breaking as well, and he 
clasped his arms around Jan, just holding him. Jan's arms were around him as well and he could feel the taller 
man trembling slightly with emotion. When they stepped apart it was only to remove their clothing and go to 
bed, making love through the night. It was different from their usual intense romps, however. It was almost 
surreal, as though each man were trying to burn every detail of the other into their minds, the long, tender 
touches and whisper-soft kisses still building them up to a meteoric orgasm that they reached nearly 
simultaneously . They dozed, then made love again, staying in each others arms until just an hour before the 
band was to pick Jan up on their way to the airport: 

Watching the plane from the terminal as it taxied out to take off, Bruce felt certain his very heart was 
breaking. Even his growing fascination with his new career maintaining aircraft engines couldn't distract him, he 
couldn't think about anything except how much he dreaded going home to his empty room. 


Jan kept his word, though, calling Bruce every evening as soon as he knew Bruce was home from class, even 
though it was nearly three in the morning in Britain then. He spent a week with his parents and his parents 
didn't know the nature of their relationship so the late phone calls were really a blessing, enabling them to 
speak freely without risking being overheard. After that, however, Jan went to stay with White Spirit to stay 
in Newcastle to rehearse. In addition to the festivals, other gigs had been lined up, some as far as London, and 
Jan shared every detail with Bruce even though some of the musical jargon about sound mixing and equipment 
went straight over his head. 


Just as often, though, their phone calls were quiet talks about their day to day activities, little mundane details 
like Jan's having trouble finding his favorite brand of guitar strings or Bruce misplacing his textbooks. No 
matter what, though, each call descended into a quiet proclamation of love. If Bruce had been getting more 


open about sharing his feeling with Jan in person, he found it easier still to open up over the phone and he 


found himself saying things he would never have imagined himself saying, about how much he missed Jan and 


how he fancied he could still smell his scent on the pillow even after he had been gone for two weeks. 
"You know its your imagination, don't you?" Jan teased him softly. 


"Maybe, but let me keep the illusion, huh?" Bruce countered. "I don't want to forget how you smell or feel or 


taste." 
"Don't talk about tasting," Jan all but groaned. “Because you know what that's going to make me think of!" 


Bruce chuckled. "If these calls weren't so expensive and we could stay on the line longer, you know what | would 


want to do, right?" 


Jan laughed his gentle laugh, "Oh yes, and don't think | haven't thought about it too! | can just imagine Phil or 

Graeme coming downstairs to go to the loo and catching me,..well, maybe it's a good thing we haven't the time 
to do that!" The band all shared a large older house which doubled as their rehearsal space and the only phone 
was downstairs in the living room. They had to limit their phone calls to no more than fifteen minutes to keep 


the costs down, which seemed to fly by far too quickly. 


Bruce's nights, however, seemed to drag on forever. He had difficulty sleeping without Jan's warmth snuggled 
close to him at first, and even when he got used to sleeping alone again he would lay for hours some nights 
thinking of Jan, missing him, wondering what he was doing at that moment. He knew most of Jan's spare time 
was spent either rehearsing or with his family, as they weren't very far from Hartlepool, and that Jan was 
also working on writing some new songs for the band but he wondered if Jan was thinking of him at that 


moment as well. 


Because his calls from Jan came in as soon as he got home from class, Bruce would usually go to Pete's after 
he got off the phone. It wasn't the same there, though. Chris had gotten married and wasn't often there, John 
worked a swing shift so depending on which shift he was on that particular week he may not be there either. 
Paul, Barry, and a few of the others were generally there but the atmosphere was less boisterous these days, 
which suited Bruce's mood. Of them all, though, only Paul was close enough to Bruce to understand the depths 
of how difficult Jan's absence was for him to deal with. 


"Have they started their tour yet?" Paul asked abruptly one night, sliding onto a stool at the counter next to 
Bruce. Bruce looked up from his textbook with a small start. There was no need to ask what Paul was talking 


about, they both knew Bruce had only been staring blankly at his book while he was actually thinking of Jan 


"It isn't exactly a tour, just a series of gigs and festivals. They've played a few gigs locally, their first festival 


is two weekends away." 
Paul nodded, sipping his Coke. "| hope it's not like some of the music festivals here in the States." 


"What do you mean?" Bruce had never attended any musical festivals, even though several were held every 


summer in the Bay area Paul, however, always managed to go to a few. 
"Some of them can be kind of crazy. Drugs, groupies running around, things like that.” 


Bruce didn't need to be reminded of groupies. He was managing his natural jealousy fairly well and was 
convinced that Jan wouldn't fool around with any of the guys in the band, but female groupies were something 
he hadn't really given much thought to. Would Jan be tempted by a woman? Some of the girls that hung 
around bands were very pretty, he had noticed that already just from the little traveling he'd done locally with 
White Spirit. The girls hadn't had much luck with the band, since two of the members were in a relationship 
with one another and he and Jan were a couple, but if he weren't around, who in their right mind, male or 
female, could resist making a play for Jan? Those tight jeans encasing that perfect ass, those long legs, that 
long gold-highlighted hair. Jan was fucking gorgeous. Bruce felt a surge of jealousy just thinking about it. 


"Hey," Paul seemed to sense what Bruce was thinking, "I know Jan won't even look at the groupies. | shouldn't 
have mentioned it, | was just thinking out loud. Just thinking how Jan seems a little naive in some ways. | was 


more worried about his safety than anything else." 


Bruce managed a smile, appreciating that Paul realized he'd stuck his foot in his mouth. “Jan will be okay, he's 
too smart to get caught up in any trouble." 


Paul chattered on about some other things, talking about a valve job he'd done at work that day, and Bruce 
nodded at the appropriate times but in the back of his mind he was still fighting with the idea of his Jan 
surrounded by pretty, scantily clad women and drug-dealing toughs. Even as he lay in bed that night he 
couldn't get the images out of his head and had to keep repeating the mantra to himself ‘Jan is an adult, Jan 
loves me, Jan can take care of himself, Jan would never cheat on me: It was a long time before he was able 


to fall asleep. 


The next day was Friday and Jan called earlier than usual, knowing Bruce had no class that night. Bruce was 
still wrestling with his doubts, but the minute he heard Jan's quiet voice he felt immediately reassured. 
Through the course of their conversation, though, Bruce's worries began to grow again. Jan was telling how 
the band had managed to buy a large older van to travel to the gigs and festivals. 


‘Its large enough that if we pack the equipment just right we can even sleep in it if we need to. That will come 


in handy at the festivals, we can just camp and save money." 
"Sleep in the van? All five of you?" 


"Yeah, why not? Just at the festivals, since there are usually no hotel rooms available then anyway and if 


there were the hotels would be charging twice the usual rate." 


Bruce didn't like anything about that idea. First, five men crowded together in a small space rekindled his 
worries about Jan being attracted to the other band members and secondly, the fact there would be a 
mattress at all practically invited a little action with groupies. But what could he say? He had already hurt Jan 


by not trusting him the evening he saw him playing with Graeme and the band back in Frisco. He wouldn't allow 
himself to do that again, so he couldn't say anything at all. Instead, he changed the subject. 


"On Monday the school will tell me where | will be doing my apprenticeship." 
"Really!? That's wonderful, Brucie. It will be right there in the area, won't it?" 


"| don't know, they work with a network of companies all over the coast that offer the same program. 


Wherever they send me, I'll get us a place to live near there. A real apartment, not just a room." 


"And you'll have to do this all by yourself! | should be there to help you." Jan's voice was sad. Bruce felt an 


overwhelming urge to reach through the phone line and hug him. 


"You have your own job to do." Bruce fell silent for a moment, then spoke again. "I miss you so much, Jan. | 


love you and | miss you and | need you." 


Jan hesitated. "The guys all drove to London after the show last night, they're going to be gone until tomorrow. 


lm here alone" 


Bruce immediately knew what Jan was suggesting and he felt a little excited already at the idea. "It's been so 
long. Over three weeks since we made love. I've been jerking off, but it isn't any good without you. Talk to me, 


Jan. Tell me what you would do if you were here." 
He heard Jan's breathing quicken. "Why don't you tell me what you would want me to do?" 


Bruce chuckled. "You're going to make me start this, huh? | want you to do everything, where should | start? | 
want to kiss you, | know that. | want to kiss you so hard our lips are bruised, | want to suck on your tongue 


and taste every bit of your mouth, pretending it's your dick I'm sucking on" 


Jan's voice was low when he answered, and Bruce could picture the look on his face and how his gray eyes 
darkened and deepened when he got turned on. "I wish it was! l..l've been thinking about you all the time too, 
and touching myself when | get the chance." Jan shared a room with Mally the keyboard player so probably 
only had the privacy to masturbate in the shower. Bruce felt himself getting harder just picturing it in his 


mind. 


"Tell me what you're doing right now, Jan, where you're sitting and what you're wearing. And tell me if you're 


Touching yourself right now." 


He heard Jan laugh and there was an embarrassed note to it. "I'm in the lounge, sitting on the sofa It's dark , 


its almost midnight and the only light is coming from the kitchen over the stove." 


"And." Bruce urged him on. He heard Jan sigh but it was mock exasperation, he knew from the timbre of his 


voice that Jan was as excited as he was. 


"Why don't you slip the jeans off, then? I'll take mine off” To press his point, Bruce unzipped sand he knew Jan 


could hear the sound over the phone. After a moment he heard a faint echo of the sound from Jan's end. 


"That's better, isn’t it?" Bruce's voice was low and husky now. l'm not wearing underwear today. Which 


underwear are you wearing?" He knew every pair Jan owned. 
"The blue nylon ones." 


Bruce instantly got a vivid picture of the underwear in question, they were incredibly sexy on him, especially 


when they were tented with his excitement. Bruce gripped himself even tighter. 
"Take them off, and take your shirt off too. | want to know you're naked, like | am right now." 
After a momentary silence, Bruce heard a faint rustling and Jan spoke. "Okay, l'm naked but | feel silly." 


‘Oh, if | was there you wouldn't feel silly, not silly at all" Bruce was stroking himself slowly, picturing Jan's 


lean, slim body. "Lie back on the couch, hmm? | know you're hard, aren't you?" 

"Yeah." Jan murmured. "Because | know what you're doing right now." 

Bruce chuckled. "It would be so much better if it was your mouth instead of my hand. | wish | could feel your 
mouth on me, Jan. | love how hot your mouth is on me, how your tongue knows exactly what to do to bring 


me right to the edge." 


If | were doing that, Brucie, what would you be doing?" Jan's voice was little more than a whisper, but he was 


breathless and Bruce knew he was getting into the spirit of things. 


‘I'd be touching you. | can't keep my hands off you, you know. I'd turn around and take you in my mouth so we 
could get there together." 


He heard a faint sigh on the other end of the phone. "I want to get there together now, Bruce. Keep..keep 
Bruce nearly fell to pieces hearing Jan's voice catch, he closed his eyes and thought about what was happening 
4,000 miles away and had to force himself to slow down. "I love the taste of you, | would be able to taste you 


by now and then I'd cup your balls in my hand, maybe reach down and lick them a little." 


This time Jan actually groaned and Bruce felt the first stirrings deep down in his gut. "God, Jan, | want you so 


bad! | want to take you as deep in my mouth as | can and swirl my tongue...” 


He was interrupted by a short, strangled gasp over the phone and as soon as he heard that sound he knew so 
well he came apart, thick white stripes erupting as far as his chest as he rode out his orgasm, and he knew 


he was moaning out Jan's name. 

They sat in silence, and Bruce could hear Jan's breathing slowly returning to normal. 

"This is only going to make it worse." Jan said at last. "| won't be able to get this out of my mind now. " 

"We'll do it again, then" 

Jan's voice was heavy with sadness. "I don't know when | can. We're leaving in the van on Monday, you know we 
only rented this house for a month. We'll be driving from gig to gig, staying in hotels, sharing rooms to save 
money or else sleeping in the van. I'm not even sure when I'll get a chance to call you." 


"Listen, I'll send you some money for payphones...’ 


"No, that isn't the problem. Its just going to be hard to find a few minutes of privacy. And | can't call when 


you're at work or at class." 


‘Classes end the end of next week, then I'll just be working toward my certificate wherever they send me. We'll 
find a way, Jan. Call the garage if you have to, Butch will let me use the phone in his office. Not." he added 
with a laugh, "that we can do what we just did, but we'll find a way to talk. " 


"You're right," Jan's voice was so soft Bruce could almost imagine he felt his breath against his ear. "I'll keep 


calling until | get ahold of you." 


Chapter Two 


CHAPTER TWO 


It was difficult, though. There were days when Jan didn't have an opportunity to call, there were other days 
when he had to slip out of whatever hotel he was staying at in the middle of the night to find the nearest 
payphone. And then there was the added complication of Bruce's final exams and the start of his 
apprenticeship. He was assigned to work at a maintenance hangar at a regional airfield just south of San Jose, 
nearly sixty miles away. He had to cram for exams, look for an apartment, and work out his last two weeks at 


Butch's all at once. The only bright side was that he was too busy to dwell on Jan 


White Spirit was on the road now, working a few club gigs and heading for the first of the big summer music 
festivals. Bruce waited for his calls, feeling on edge until they finally came through, but on the days when 
there was simply no way for him to have any privacy for a phone call Jan was sometimes only able to talk 
for five minutes while he was waiting for the van to be fueled up or waiting for a club owner to give them 
the go-ahead to set up. Bruce found himself talking fast trying to fill Jan in on everything that was happening 


and Jan talked equally fast, giving Bruce a rundown on the previous nights performance. 


Bruce was beginning to feel stressed out and it showed. The night after he finished the last of his exams Paul, 
John, and Barry took him out for a drink to celebrate his completing his course. They all knew that once Bruce 
moved to San Jose everything would change, it was too far for any of them make regular trips to visit. Even 
old Pete seemed a bit emotional when he heard Bruce was leaving, though of course he would never have 
admitted it. The four men went to bar just down the block from Pete's and stayed until last call, leaving Bruce 
more inebriated than he had been in a long time. Alcohol made him even more outspoken than usual, even 
somewhat belligerent, and twice either Barry or John had to intervene to prevent him from picking a fight 


with another patron over some imagined slight. 


When they finally got Bruce to leave, they were the last ones out before the bartender locked up and Bruce 
was feeling impatient and frustrated. Life was changing fast, his Janick was thousands of miles away, he was 
leaving everything he had known for the past six years of his life, and he wasn't handling it very well at all. By 
the time they arrived at his room and were steering him up the steps, he was ranting. 

"This is bullshit, you know! Why the hell do | have to change my job anyway, it was a stupid idea. | like working 
for Butch, | like hanging out at Pete's. This is all | need, what was | thinking to go and try to change things?!" 


Barry and John left after they got Bruce safely up the stairs without him stumbling and falling back down, and 
it was left to Paul to take the key from Bruce's hand and unlock the door when he wouldn't see straight 
enough to hit the keyhole. He had known Bruce longer than any of them but he had never seen him like this, 


and he wanted to get Bruce to calm down. 


"Everything changes, Bruce, and its changing for the better. Tell you what, why don't | come round tomorrow 
afternoon and drive you to those apartments you wanted to check out. It will save you the trouble of taking 
the bus and I've got nothing else to do." 


Bruce had fallen silent now and collapsed on the couch and Paul wasn't sure he had even heard him until Bruce 


nodded slowly. 
"Okay, that sounds good. Thanks, man." 


"No worries. Now get to bed, I'll come by after noon and we can drive down to San Jose." Paul turned to leave 


but Bruce stopped him. 
"Paul?" 


He turned back . "Yeah?" Like a lot of people who had a bit too much to drink, Bruce had done a complete mood 
change and was now maudlin and morose. He looked almost as though he wanted to cry and Paul debated 


whether he should stay until Bruce fell asleep. 


"Do you think Jan is going to come back to me?" The voice was small, a tone Paul had never heard Bruce use 
before, and it dawned on him that this was the real root of Bruce's stressing out. He hadn't realized that 


Bruce was entertaining doubts like this. He went back over and sat next to his friend on the couch. 
"Of course he'll be back, Bruce! Why would you even ask that?" 


"Because he doesn't belong here. He doesn't belong with someone like me. He's so hot, and so talented. You've 
never heard him play, Paull He can make that guitar wring out every emotion that exists! He's doing what he 


was born to do now, why would he come back here to this?" Bruce spread his hands. 


Paul wasn't sure whether he was indicating the small, shabby room or the city or even America, but he did 
know the answer. "Let me tell you something, Bruce. Like you, | had a crazy upbringing. My parents fought like 
cats and dogs, each trying to beat the shit out of one another almost every night. And until | saw you with 
Jan, | thought that's just how things are with people, you know? But it's not, because | see something really 


beautiful between you two. Jan will be back, Bruce. He loves you." 


Bruce looked blearily at Paul for a long minute, then he gave a half smile. "So | guess I'd better grow a pair and 


do the best | can to be ready for when he does come back, right?" 
Right!" Paul returned the smile. "You gonna be okay, Bruce? Do you want me to stay?" 
"Naw, no I'll be okay. Or | would be if the room stopped spinning. But thanks. You're a good friend." 


None of the apartments Paul took Bruce to view seemed right. They were either too far from where he would 
be working or in too shabby a neighborhood, or simply too expensive. On Monday Bruce started his final week 
working at Butch's Garage, the job he had held since he was fourteen and the only one he had ever held. Butch 
had long since given Bruce free reign in the repair bay while he busied himself with the management and 


bookkeeping part of the business, but Monday afternoon he was startled from reviewing his invoices by the 


sound of a loud clatter in the garage. 

Going out he saw the end of one of Bruce's rare tantrums. Bruce had grown frustrated with trying to loosen a 
bolt and threw the wrench across the bay where it had knocked a stack of boxed spark plugs off the 
workbench. Rather than picking them up and re-stacking them, however, Bruce had gone over and kicked the 


boxes, scattering them across the floor. 


"Bruce, just what the fuck do you think you're doing?!" Butch almost felt like laughing but was also a little 


concerned. Bruce was a volatile man, he knew, but it was very unlike him to be deliberately destructive. 
To his surprise, Bruce simply sat down on the floor and ran his hands across his face, smearing a bit of 
grease as he did. "I don't know. I'm sorry, Butch. I'll straighten things up and replace anything | might have 


broken" 


"Okay, all right, but why the hell are you throwing a fit?" Butch was an older man, he felt a kind of paternal 


interest in Bruce and couldn't help but feel a little concerned. 


Bruce sighed, still sitting cross legged in the middle of the scattered boxes and starting to gather them into a 
stack. "| don't know" He repeated. "It's all kind of overwhelming, | guess. All these changes happening so fast." 


Butch could get that. "I felt the same way when | went into the army. But you're doing this because you want 
to, nobody's making you better yourself 


It took Bruce a second to recognize this as Butch's sometimes quirky sense of humor and he stood up with a 
wry smile, re-stacking the small boxes in the display on the counter. "Yeah, | got myself into it all right and 
now | don't know if | can handle it. Hell, | can't even find a decent place to live that | can afford down in San 
Jose." 

"Nobody's gonna give you the kind of deal on rent that | do, you knew that. " 

"Yeah, but two hundred fifty hundred bucks a month for a one bedroom apartment!? That's insane!" 

Its what they go for down there. You'll be making enough to cover that, right?" 

"Yeah, once | start working. But right now | can't even cough up a security deposit” 


Butch was quiet for a minute. "Even with your severance pay from here?" He finally said. 


Bruce looked at him as though he were crazy. “Severance pay? | know that mechanics jobs like this don't give 


severance pay, Butch, so quit jerking me around." 


"| give severance pay." Butch hadn't until that moment, but it would solve Bruce's problem and he knew it. "I 


give two weeks pay, it will be in your paycheck this Friday." 


Bruce stared at him blankly. He knew exactly what Butch was doing, he knew perfectly well there really wasn't 
severance pay, but he also knew it would do no good to argue with the old man. He didn't know what to say. 


"Thanks." he kind of mumbled. 


Butch waved his hand and headed back into his office. "Clean up your mess, kid, and stop worrying so damned 


much!" 

That evening after work Bruce showered with the bathroom door open so he could hear the phone. Jan hadn't 
called him since Saturday before the band went on at the music festival and he knew he would feel a hundred 
percent better once he heard that soft English voice. It wasn't until much later, though, that the call finally 
came in. 

Bruce heart was hammering when he picked up the receiver. "Hello?" 

"Brucie?" Bruce let out a breath he didn't realize he'd been holding. It was Jan. "I'm sorry | didn't call, | tried to 
but the line at the phone booths was too long after we came offstage, and then we had to stay in the van 


overnight..." 


‘Its okay, | figured it was something like that." Bruce had suspected that, but he had still been worried. He 
wouldn't tell Jan that, though. "Tell me how it went?" 


Jan did, describing the event in great detail, naming the bands they had shared the bill with and how 


enthusiastic the crowd had been. "lan Gillan was on right after us, Bruce. lan Gillan!" 


"Great!" Bruce had only the vaguest idea that lan Gillan was someone connected with Deep Purple in some way, 


but he knew Deep Purple were Jan's greatest inspiration. 
"But we had a good response, the crowd really seemed to like us!" 
"Of course they did, why do you sound so surprised?" Bruce laughed. 


Jan had to laugh too and the two talked for as long as Jan possibly could until Bruce heard a car horn in the 
background. 


| have to go, Brucie, the guys are leaving. Bruce..." 
"Yeah?" 
"| love you." 


Bruce felt his heart melt. "I love you too, and | miss you like you wouldn't believe." 


Chapter Three 


CHAPTER THREE 


The following evening after work Paul drove Bruce back to San Jose, to the apartment he had liked but felt he 
couldn't afford. It was in a bright, newer building only ten minutes from the airfield where he would be working 
and the thing that appealed to Bruce the most that it was an end unit, with neighbors on only one side so not 
only were there fewer neighbors to contend with there were also more windows than the other apartments 
he's considered. He knew Jan would like that. He signed the rental agreement and put down the deposit. Jan 
wasn't able to call again for two days but when he did Bruce filled him in on the details. 


"You'll love it, | think. There's even a small balcony off the living room." 


"I know I'll like it, you chose it " Jan said simply. 


The next few weeks were a blur for Bruce. Moving to San Jose only took two trips in Paul's pickup truck 
because Bruce owned so little, but his shift at the maintenance garage was a ten hour one and he was under 
the constant supervision of a taciturn man who wouldn't say any more than simply answer Bruce's questions. 
Bruce found this irritating, he was a sociable man and enjoyed interacting with those around him. Fortunately 
there were other young apprentices at the plant that he got to know during the breaks and lunch hour. He 
began to strike up a friendship with some, in particular a young blond with electric blue eyes named Dave. 
There was also a tall jokester named Nick that seemed to have a droll remark about everything. The two asked 
him to join them for a drink after work a few times but Bruce had to beg off, he didn't want to risk missing a 


call from Jan. 

White Spirit had two more festival gigs and Jan reported their reception was, if anything, growing even more 
enthusiastic. Finally one evening Jan reported that he was in a hotel room alone, he was sharing with the 
vocalist, who was oddly enough also named Bruce, but he had gone out drinking with the rest of the band. 
"They tried to get me to go with them, but I'd rather stay here and talk with you." Jan said softly. 

lm glad you did" Bruce was sitting on a sofa he had just bought at a used furniture store to replace the 
ratty one he had left at his old room and he was able to look out the patio doors at the setting sun as he 
talked. "Talking to you is the only thing keeping me sane sometimes.’ 


He could almost hear the blush in Jan's voice. "| feel the same way, Brucie. There's a little tension in the band. 


Graeme thinks Phil has been cheating on him and he's started drinking too much again. " 


Bruce felt an instant alarm. "He'd better not make a play for you!" he said without thinking. 


Jan laughed. "He won't, he knows better. They all know better, especially now that we've got groupies coming 


around and I've been ignoring them. They know you're all | want." 


Bruce was touched more than he expected he would be by those words. "I was wondering about that. About 
groupies, | mean. But | didn't know how to ask you about it." 


"Just ask anything you want to ask me, Bruce. You don't need to worry about groupies. Some of them get 


pretty mean when | turn them down, but I'm just not interested. | want you. It's been too long." 


It's been too long since we've even had a private conversation. Bruce agreed. He paused, but before he could 


speak again Jan beat him to it. 

"So, Brucie..are you in your jogging pants?" 

Bruce chuckled. "As a matter of fact | am. And you?" 

‘lm in bed so l'm just wearing my boxers." Before Bruce could ask, he added "The red ones." 

"Oh, | have very fond memories of that particular pair!" Bruce's voice lowered and he felt himself harden. The 
red underwear were the ones he liked best on Jan, they were low-riding briefs of a synthetic, silky material 
that outlined every bit of Jan's assets. 


"So," Jan teased, "you haven't forgotten my various underwear?" 


"No, and | certainly haven't forgotten what lurks within them!" Bruce practically growled. 


Jan laughed. "How are you dealing with..um..that?" 


"With being horny and wanting you all the time? How do you think I'm dealing with it! | beat off a lot! | need the 
real thing though, Jan. But," Bruce sighed, "I think | need to just hold you every bit as much as | need to fuck 


you. 


After a moments silence Jan spoke and Bruce instantly regretted speaking so frankly, because he could tell Jan 
was trying not to cry. "I need that too, Bruce. To feel you hold me and just smell your hair and feel your 


skin." he sighed. "We're halfway there, Bruce. Another six weeks and I'll be back with you, where | belong.’ 


Bruce had been doing entirely too much thinking while he was laying alone at night and he couldn't stop himself 
from asking, "But what will you do then, Jan? You can't go back to working for a plumbing company!" 


"IIl find something. | can always sit on the corner and play for whatever people throw in my case. Don't worry 


about me." 


‘Of course | worry about you. " 
He heard the smile in Jan's voice, "Stop being so serious, Brucie! Weren't we just about to have phone sex? 


Instantly Bruce saw Jan in his mind, lying in bed in the red underwear, and before he realized it his hand was 


gripping himself. "Why yes, | believe we were!" 


That Friday night Bruce knew Jan couldn't call, White Spirit were doing another festival, a larger one, so he 
accepted the offer when Dave and Nick asked him to join them for a beer. The days were long and his 
supervisor was a humorless stick in the mud, but Bruce was learning the trade and his first progress review 


had been very positive. He felt he deserved to treat himself to a night out. 


He found he got on remarkably well with the two men. They went to a little out of the way bar not far from 
the airfield and since a number of the customers greeted Dave and Nick by name he gathered that they were 
regulars there, A couple of other men of approximately their same age, obviously other regulars there, 
drifted over and joined them and Nick introduced them as simply Steve and H. Both were quiet men but Bruce 
was interested to learn that the two had their own band and worked a regular gig locally on Saturday nights. 


"My..er., a friend of mine is in a band. They're in England right now, they're from there." 


"Oh?" Steve showed the first but of interest in the conversation, looking away from the TV screen that hung 
over the bar. "What type of music do they do?" 


"Hard rock and metal mostly. They write a lot of it themselves" 


The man they simply called H spoke up. "We're a metal band too. You'll have to come round to see us 


sometime. We play every Saturday night at The UpFront Club. It's just a few blocks away from here." 


Bruce thought about it. Maybe it would help him feel better to socialize more, and going to see a metal band 
would remind him of the joyous weeks he had spent traveling to gigs with White Spirit. He agreed join them all 
there the next night. 


Chapter Four 


CHAPTER FOUR 


The UpFront Club was a different sort of club than Bruce was used to. It was edgier, trendy but seedy, or 
maybe trendy because it was seedy, Bruce didn't know. It was definitely a metal atmosphere. A band of kids 
who looked to be in high school was playing as Bruce walked in with Dave and Nick, though he had to admit the 
band wasn't half bad and the sound system was better than many clubs he'd been to. 


"Steve and H will be on at nine with their band. They're called Smiler." 
Bruce laughed a little. "Not a very metal name!" 
"That's the idea, kind of like Alice Cooper giving himself an innocent little girly name." 


Bruce nodded and joined the other two at the bar, ordering a beer. By the time Smiler took the stage he had 
three more and was feeling pretty good, glad he had come. Especially after Steve and his band started to play. 
Steve played bass and H was the guitarist, though to Bruce he wasn't of Jan's caliber. They were good, very 
good, and Steve was the most amazing bass player he had ever seen. The singer was someone named Poul, 
already half drunk but with good range, and a baby faced young man whose name Bruce didn't catch sat at 
the drums. The most interesting thing, though, was that for a band who only played once a week, they were 
very polished and performed their own original material The music was guitar - heavy and driving and the 
lyrics were unique, they seemed to be based on history and mythology. They had a very enthusiastic following 


and Bruce could understand why. 


Smiler played a forty five minute set and Bruce was enjoying himself much more than he had expected to, 
downing a couple more beers and cheering loudly along with Dave and Nick when the band took their break. 


"Come on," Nick clasped Bruce's shoulder, "We always go and hang out with Steve and H during their break. 
Would you believe this place has a pretty nice backstage area?!" 


Bruce followed the other two men across the now-vacant stage and through a door marked with a sign 
reading ‘private - no admittance’. He was pleasantly surprised. Nick hadn't been kidding, the backstage was 
spacious and held two leather couches and a table with an assortment of liquor bottles. It was also rather 
crowded. In addition to the band there were several other people present, both men and women including some 
girls Bruce immediately recognized as being the type to follow bands. Not exactly groupies, just local girls who 
were turned on by music and musicians. 


Steve spotted Bruce "Hey, you made it! What do you think?" 


"Damn, man, you guys are good! | don't get why you're content with just being the house band here. You could 
get a lot more gigs!" 


Steve smiled, he seemed almost embarrassed by the praise. "Well, thanks, but we all have day jobs. I've got a 
wife and two kids and H here has a steady girlfriend. We make a couple hundred extra bucks a week here and 
have fun, it's all we need" 


The other two members of the band, however, may have had different ideas about being musicians. Paul the 
vocalist was necking with some girl in the corner and the drummer whose last name was Burr - Bruce still 
didn't catch his first name - was drinking straight from a bottle of Jack while two girls flanked him trying to 
get his attention The men in the room seemed to be club employees who were only there to take advantage 
of the free booze during their work breaks. Bruce decided to join them, pouring a little whiskey in a plastic cup 
and adding a splash of Coke. When break was over the band returned to the stage to finish their set and Bruce 
was following Dave and Nick out when someone took hold of his arm Startled, he turned to look straight at the 
ample cleavage of a tall girl with long brunette hair. 


She flashed a smile of slightly crooked teeth. "| haven't seen you here before. And believe me, I'd remember 
you." Her tone was dripping with flirtatiousness. 


Bruce had a good buzz going by then so he smiled back. "Oh, you would, would you? And why is that?" 


She still had her hand on his arm and she traced her fingernails up to where the sleeve of his shirt ended. 
"Because you're memorable, with that long straight hair and that tight little butt” 


Bruce laughed, he found it funny at that moment that she said he had a tight butt. "I've never been here 
before, Steve invited me to watch the band." 


"Oh, Steve," she said dismissively. "He's such a party pooper. No fun at all. Now you..you look like you might be 
fun!" 


"lve been known to be." Bruce found himself flirting right back at her. "But lim missing the rest of the show. " 
She tightened her grip on his arm "Let's go, then! I'm Denise." 


Bruce told her his name and let her lead him back out to the bar. The club was busy but Dave had saved his 
seat for him and when he saw Denise hanging onto his arm he gave Bruce a wink. Bruce tried to get Denise to 
take the seat but she refused, standing between his legs as he turned the stool away from the bar to watch 
the band. By the time the first song was over she was half-sitting on his lap and he was conscious of the 
warmth of her butt on his thigh. It didn't feel bad, it didn't feel bad at all he thought as he downed another 


beer. 


The rest of the evening blurred into a kaleidoscope of beer, music, and loud, raucous laughter. He was 
conscious in an offhand way that Denise was pressing against him the whole time, her butt pressed right 
against his crotch as she stood on front of him swaying to the music, and Bruce felt himself liking it. Dave and 


Nick stood up to leave at around 1:00 AM. 


"Come on Bruce, we're leaving.” He had ridden with them to the club as it was some distance from his 
apartment. 

Derise spoke up. "You guys go on ahead, I'll see that Bruce gets home okay." As she said that she put a little 
extra pressure against his half-hard cock and Dave noticed, chuckling to himself as he and Nick left. 


"So, " Denise turned to face Bruce and he suddenly found her tits pressed right against his chest. "Do you 


want me to take you home now." 


"Sure" he heard himself say, finding his eyes glued to her cleavage. She drove, following Bruce's vague 
directions, but one of her hands strayed to his thigh as he sat in the passenger seat and started stroking up 
and down, stopping just short of his balls. He was conscious of being horny, very horny, and when they finally 


pulled up in front of his apartment complex he agreed when she asked if she could come up to see his place. 


"This is nice" Denise said, holding tight to Bruce's arm as they walked to the building's elevator. "Where did you 


say you work?" 


"McNally Aviation Maintenance." He answered automatically, aware that her hand had drifted down from his 
waist to squeeze his ass as they rode up to his floor in the lift. 


"Mmm," Denise smiled, squeezing his butt and letting her other hand creep up his bare arm. In spite of his 


drunken state, he was enjoying the sensation. "You must make some pretty good money working there." 


He didn't even reply to that because he was unlocking the door to his apartment and felt the warmth of her 
following him closely as he entered. He returned to lay his keys on the table by the door and was suddenly 
caught in a kiss. Bruce liked kissing, he missed kissing, and he responded. He wasn't entirely sure how they got 
there, but within a minute they were on the couch, necking heavily. It had been so long since he's been touched 
the way Denise's hands were touching him now, and when he felt her opening his jeans he didn't object. He 
hadn't been this drunk and horny in a long time and when she reached into his pants, pulling him out, he was 


fully hard. 


The sensations were starting to run together in his hazy mind and when he felt her lips close around his 
erection he just sat back against the back of the couch and closed his eyes. He felt the orgasm build up 
embarrassingly quickly and within a few minutes he gasped and shot his load. It felt good, it felt so good. He 
hadn't felt this good since... Damn! Janickll 

Bruce sat up abruptly, so quickly that Derise fell back on her butt on the floor. She looked up at him in 
surprise and confusion but before she could say anything, Bruce spoke in a rush. 


"You've got to go. Get out of here! We can't be doing this!" 
"What? Why? Are you expecting your wife to come home or something?" 
Wife! Oh God, if only he was married to Jan, if only Jan was here this wouldn't be happening! Bruce stood and 


tucked himself back in his pants. "I mean it, get out of here! Get out of here now!" Even in his intoxication he 
felt the weight of guilt overwhelm him. Denise stood, straightening her clothing and bitching a mile a minute, 


but he wasn't listening. How could he have done this, how could he have brought a girl home. He had come so 


close to cheating on Jan, in fact in his mind he had cheated on him by letting her suck his dick at all. 


Denise was cursing at him now as she gathered her purse, then in the back of his mind Bruce heard her leave, 
slamming the door with force. He didn't care, his gut was in a knot. He couldn't believe what he had done. Bruce 
felt himself sobering up fast, anxiety and guilt making him pace back and forth across the room. His eyes 
landed on the Union Jack he had found at a flea market and hung on the wall over the couch. Then he sank 


down on the couch and cried until he had to run into the bathroom and be sick. 


Chapter Five 


CHAPTER FIVE 


Bruce woke up still fully clothed with the sunshine streaming across him, not realizing for a moment what had 
awakened him until the phone rang again. His heart plummeted, he knew it was Jan. He couldn't face talking to 
him right now, he still couldn't accept what he had almost done the night before. There was no way he could 
talk normally with Jan and he certainly couldn't tell him what had happened. The phone rang for almost five 
minutes, blasting into Bruce's skull, until Jan gave up and the apartment was suddenly silent. Bruce lay there 
for a few minutes, then climbed to his feet and went in search of aspirin, laying back down to let them kick in 


against his hangover. 


It was only August. Another month before Jan would be back in California. How was he going to deal with 
talking to him over the phone, how was he even going to face him when he did come home? In his mind and in 
his heart he had made a commitment to Jan, and he had come a hair's breadth of breaking that commitment. 
Was he really that weak, or that stupid? He didn't excuse himself by saying he was drunk, that he didn't know 
what he was doing. Sure, he had been drunk, but not that drunk. He had been aware of taking that girl home, 
aware of kissing her and making out with her, of squeezing her breasts and letting her suck him. Then he had 
really crossed the line, the second he climaxed he knew he had completely betrayed the man he loved. It 
shouldn't feel so wrong, there was a time when he would have bragged of the conquest then moved on to 
another girl a few nights later. But that had been before Jan, before he knew what it was like to be in love. He 
lay there staring up at the Union Jack on the wall until he managed to drift off to sleep again 


The phone rang again that evening, and again Bruce knew it was Jan. No one else would be calling him. He had 
been sitting out on the narrow balcony with a beer watching the sun set and even though he knew he was 
being a coward, he closed the patio door against the ringing phone in an attempt to ignore it. It rang even 
longer this time before it fell silent. 


Bruce was glad to go back to work on Monday and for once he was thankful his supervisor wasn't a talkative 
man. He threw himself into his assigned job and skipped lunch, not wanting to talk to Dave and Nick He couldn't 
stand his own company and didn't want the company of anyone else. The phone didn't ring that day, Jan couldn't 
call every day when the band was on the road, and Bruce was thankful but the following morning it rang. He 
put his hands over his ears and turned on the shower, stepping inside so he wouldn't have to hear the sound 


that was drilling the guilt deeper with every ring. 


He couldn't avoid Dave or Nick forever, though. They worked at the same facility and had the same break 
times, and even though he had been skipping lunch and stepping outside during breaks rather than join the 
crowd in the break room, several days later Dave followed him outside. Bruce was leaning against the curved 
steel outside wall of the facility, his mood no brighter than it had been Sunday morning. If anything, it was 
even lower because he had ignored at least five phone calls from Jan He heard someone approach but couldn't 


be bothered to open his eyes. 


"Hey, Bruce?" No response, so Dave tried again. "Hey, what's the matter with you, man. You're treating us all 


like we have the plague or something." 
Bruce sighed and looked at his new friend. "H's nothing against you guys. | just have something on my mind." 


He had hoped Dave would give up and go away but instead he took up a spot leaning next to Bruce. "Well if we 


aren't the problem, maybe we could help. I'm a pretty good listener, you know." 


Bruce considered it for a second. It would have felt good to unburden himself. He had been thinking of taking 
the long bus ride back to the old neighborhood to see Paul one day soon and maybe talk this out with him. But 
he had only known Dave a few weeks, he had no idea how he would react if he knew of Bruce's relationship 


with Jan. 


As though he was reading his mind, Dave spoke again when Bruce didn't respond. "It had something to do with 
that chick you were with Saturday night doesn't it? Don't tell me you've fallen for her?!" 


At that Bruce spat out a laugh. "No, God nol | kicked her out, in fact, and | hope to God | never lay eyes on her 


again!" 


That got Dave's attention, he turned his piercing blue eyes on Bruce in surprise. "Why, what did she do?!" 


business taking her home, | got rid of her." 
"You're in a relationship, Bruce? | didn't know that, you've never mentioned a girlfriend” 


Bruce took a deep breath and turned to face Dave straight in the eyes "That's because it isn't a girlfriend, its 
a boyfriend." 


"Oh! " Dave looked a little stunned, but not shocked. "I'm sorry, Bruce, | didn't mean to assume." 


Bruce waved his embarrassed protests off "No, don't worry about it. Just don't spread it around, you know 
how some people are about things like that." 


Dave made a zipping motion over his lips "I won't say a word, it's nobody's business anyway. But | still don't 


understand. Are you saying you cheated on your..your boyfriend?" 


"Oh God, | don't know!" Bruce groaned in exasperation "Just where does somebody draw the line? Is a blow job 
cheating? | don't know, and what's worse, my partner is out of the country and | won't even be able to talk to 
him about it in person until he gets back. | can't tell him about it over the phone he's..he's very sensitive." 
Bruce paused and leaned his head back against the building tiredly. "I've been avoiding his phone calls, I'm too 
chickenshit to even talk to him." 


Dave seemed to mull that over "I don't think that's necessarily being chicken, but if he can't get ahold of you 


isn't he going to wonder what's going on anyway?" 


"Yes, and that's killing me! | know he's worried sick about me, but | just can't handle talking to him right now. If 
that isn't chickenshit, | don't know what is!" 


Dave was silent for a minute, then he shook his head. "I don't know, man. Technically yes, you cheated, but you 
stopped before it went all the way, right?" Bruce nodded, and Dave went on. "When is your „partner coming 
home?" 


"First week of September." 
"So you're going to avoid his calls for a whole month?! That's almost as bad as cheating, isn't it?" 


Bruce ran his hands through his hair, mussing the ponytail he had to wear at work. "I don't know, man. | don't 
know what to do. But hey..thanks for, you know, not judging me." 


Dave smiled. "Who am | to judge anybody? Nick was asking what was wrong with you, though. I'll just tell him 
you're dealing with some personal shit right now, okay?" 


Dave briefly laid his hand on Bruce's shoulder and went back inside. Bruce followed and did feel a little better 
for talking to someone. But that night when the phone rang and he reached for it, he couldn't bring himself to 
pick it up. His hand hovered over the receiver and the phone rang on and on, but the thought of talking to Jan 


and pretending nothing was wrong made him cringe. 


Over the following week the phone would ring almost every day. One day it rang on for almost half an hour and 
Bruce had to leave the apartment to get away from the nagging reminder of his guilt. He was wallowing in 
self-loathing and indecision, he knew he should just talk to Jan but he knew if he heard that gentle voice and 
soft accent he would break down He would confess his weakness to Jan and there would be long distance 
heartbreak At work he began to join Dave and Nick in the break room again but didn't have much to say, 
letting their conversation flow over him as he sat there with his heart a lead weight in his chest. Nick tried to 
raise his spirits with jokes at first but when his only response was a half smile from Bruce, he understood. 
Dave had told him that Bruce had personal problems, Nick didn't know any details but he was fairly sure it was 


some kind of relationship issue. Underneath his wisecracking exterior Nick was a softie at heart. 


Chapter Six 


CHAPTER SIX 


On Friday Bruce took the bus to the stop one block away from his apartment after work as usual, lost in 
thought and heartsick, also as usual, and walked home from there with his hands in his pockets, his head 
lowered. It wasn't until he entered the apartment complex parking lot he saw Paul's truck parked in front of his 
building. He was relieved, he wanted to talk to Paul but hadn't felt up to taking the nearly hour long bus ride 
back to his old neighborhood. Paul must have seen him in the rear view mirror, he jumped out and stood 
watching as Bruce walked over. As Bruce got closer he could see Paul wore an unusually somber expression, 
causing Bruce a moment of concern. Had something happened to one of his old friends, was this the reason for 
Paul's unexpected visit? Then when Bruce was fifty feet away, the passenger side door of the truck opened 


and a slim, blond figure emerged. 


Bruce's heart froze. He stopped in his tracks, he felt he was paralyzed. It was Janick! The same long, wavy 
honey colored hair, the same slim figure and long, long legs. But his face wore an expression Bruce had never 
seen there before. Uncertainty, nervousness, even fear. The two stared at one another for a full minute in 
silence while Paul looked on, looking from one to the other but not speaking. Bruce finally took a few hesitant 
steps forward, though he still couldn't find his voice, then stopped, unable to go on. He was close enough now 
to see the moisture in Jan's eyes, the wet track of tears on his face. Until that moment, Bruce couldn't have 
imagined feeling worse than he had for the past two weeks. But now he knew that had been nothing compared 
to what he felt right now. 


The silence was interminable, and Paul couldn't take it any more. He stepped forward between the two. "I'm 
going to go home, and | hope to God the two of you can work whatever this is out. But if you need me, Jan. if 
you need a place to stay, call me. And Bruce," Paul turned to him, "I'm going to call you when | get home and 
you damned well better answer the phone this time!" With that he climbed back in his truck and drove off, 
burning a little rubber as he left the parking lot. Paul was pissed, Bruce knew the signs, and he couldn't blame 
him. But he couldn't tear his eyes off Jan, who still stood in the same place, not moving or speaking. 


Bruce was aware in a dim way that he, too, had tears in his eyes. Still, it took him several tries before he 


could find his voice to speak. 


"Sorry for what?" Jan's voice was so low he almost couldn't hear him. 


Jan's voice was soff, just as Bruce remembered, and as he knew it would it made his heart feel like it was 


being crushed in a vise. It was too much, he couldn't handle this any more. He broke down, crying openly. 


Before he realized Jan had moved, he was at his side and Bruce caught the familiar herbal scent of his 


shampoo. "Bruce... don't know what's going on. | don't know what happened, you have to tell me." 


come on, please." 


Without a word, Jan picked up the backpack by his feet and followed Bruce into the building and up the 
elevator. To Bruce it felt like he was walking The Last Mile, like a condemned prisoner going to the electric 
chair. He wasn't breaking up with Jan, but Jan would break up with him as soon as Bruce confessed what he 


had done, he just knew it. He unlocked his door and stepped aside, letting Jan enter first. 

Jan's eyes immediately went to the large Union Jack hanging on the wall, and he turned to Bruce. Bruce was 
quaking inside by this time and when he motioned for Jan to sit on the couch his hand was visibly shaking. Jan 
sat, his face still a mask of misery, and Bruce sat in the chair opposite him. He couldn't look away from Jan's 
sad gray eyes, but it took him several aborted tries before he could speak. 


"Jan... there's no excuse for what I've done." 


"For not taking my calls, you mean? For worrying me half to death? There has to be a reason, Bruce. 


Please..tell me what's going on" 
‘|... couldn't face talking to you." Bruce's voice had fallen to a whisper. 


"You're talking to me now. But you still aren't telling me anything. Just tell me one thing. Are we 


He could literally see the cloud pass across Jan's eyes, the flash of pain before Jan was able to mask it: 
"Do..do you want to tell me what happened?" 


So Bruce did. He told Jan how he had been stressed out, lonely and horny. How he had gotten drunk. About how 
Denise had picked him up that night at the club and he took her home. 


mind, and yet | let it happen Then suddenly | thought of you, it was like | suddenly woke up and came to my 


senses. | kicked her out of here, but it was too late." 


Jan was silent for what felt to Bruce like an eon, and he lowered his eyes. He couldn't handle seeing the hurt in 


his eyes anymore. 


"And that's why you wouldn't talk to me? " 


Bruce just nodded, head still lowered. "I know it was cowardly. | know | worried you... 


"Worried me?!" Jan's voice held more than a trace of anger. "You scared me to death! | talked the guys into 
getting a replacement guitarist and left two weeks early. | had to know what was going onl | didn't even know 
how to get to your new place so | called Paul when my plane got in this morning. When | told him you'd been 
avoiding me, he didn't want to bring me here. He didn't say so but | know he thought you were dumping me, 


too. | finally talked him into bringing me here. If he hadn't I'd have kept looking until | found you and he knew it” 


Bruce raised his head then, meeting Jan's direct gaze. "I'm sorry, Jan." Bruce's voice was so low it was 


scarcely audible. "I'm so, so sorry." 


Jan's eyes visibly softened. "Bruce..all | really want to know is, do you still want to be with me?" 


"Yes! More than anything in the world! | love you, Jan!" 


Jan sat for a few seconds, then he smiled, though there was a trace of sadness in it. "Then why are you just 


sitting there? Come here and give me a kiss!" 


Bruce lost no time moving over to the couch and closing his arms around Jan, feeling arms closing around him 
in return as he leaned to place a somewhat hesitant, chaste kiss on Jan's lips. Jan's kiss was a little timorous 
as well and Bruce could feel a slight tremor as the lips met his, but he tightened his arms around Jan was the 
kiss ended and just pulled him close, holding him tight and burying his face in his hair. "| missed you so much!" 


Then he drew back, looking Jan in the eyes, "But you left the band early and came back herel?" 


Jan gave a weak smile "This was more important to me. And anyway, the band will be coming back to California 
in a few weeks. | was going to tell you if | ever got ahold of you on the phone, we got a recording contract. " 


Jan was unsuccessfully trying to hide a smile. 
"You did! Wow, Jan, that's fantastic! But why are they coming here and not going to London?" 


Its an American label. That means | can live here with you. That is, if you want me to." Jan looked a little 


uncertain. 


"Jan," Bruce took Jan's face in his hands, his thumbs stroking his cheeks lightly, "Of course | want you to live 


with mel If you can forgive me... 


Jan interrupted him "Yeah, | can forgive you! For the..indiscretion, and for shutting me out. And of the two 
things, shutting me out hurt the worst." 


"lIl never do either of things again, you can be certain of that! | felt like the worst scumbag in the world and | 
was so afraid you wouldn't want anything to do with me once | told you. | was planning to tell you, l.l just 


couldn't do it over the phone." 


"| suppose | understand that. | understand the rest of it too, everyone does things when they're drunk that 
they later regret. I'm not saying it doesn't hurt, but | understand." 


Bruce was getting lost in the expressive gray eyes just inches from his own. "I never want to hurt you. | do 


want to kiss you again, though!" 


At that, Jan laughed for the first time. "Brucie, | want you to do a lot more than kiss me!" 


Chapter Seven 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


The moment their lips met, though, the phone rang shrilly, causing them Bruce to jump. "I've been really jumpy 


when the phone rings lately," he said with a small laugh when Jan gave him a curious look 
‘Its probably Paul. He said he would call, remember?" Jan reminded him. 

It was, indeed, Paul. "Well?" is all he said when Bruce picked up the receiver. 

"Jan doesn't need a place to stay," Bruce said, locking eyes with Jan. "He's home now." 


He heard Paul let out a breath. "You owe me an explanation for this, you know. If | get a frantic phone call 


from a heartbroken Englishman at five in the morning, | think | deserve to know why." 
"IIl tell you all about it soon, | promise." 


"You had better. Jan left his other bag at my place so when you bring him over to pick it up, hang around 
awhile, okay? It's been too long, man" 


Bruce felt a twinge of guilt but it was barely perceptible compared to the guilt he'd been feeling recently. 
"Yeah, it has. We'll come over soon and spend some time, you can count on it" 


"Good! Now get back to Jan, you guys have a lot of..ahem..catching up to dol" Laughing, Paul hung up the phone 


and Bruce turned back to Jan, who had moved up close behind him on the couch. 
"Where were we?" He smiled, unable to stop himself from reaching up and touching Jan's face. 


"Right here," Jan replied in a whisper, capturing Bruce in a kiss that started as just a tender touching of the 
lips but grew much deeper very quickly. Bruce felt lightheaded, the need was building up in him so fast, but 
part of him felt like crying out of the pure joy of having Jan in his arms again. Everything came back in a 
flood of tastes and sensations as Jan's arms tightened around Bruce, one hand combing through his long brown 
hair then cupping his head to pull him even closer. 

"| missed being with you, Bruce." Jan was saying as Bruce's lips moved down his jaw and across his neck. "l 
missed you so much | don't know how | managed to get through every night! It didn't seem to matter how 
exhausted | was or how many beers | had, | couldn't stop thinking about you." 


Jan brought Bruce back up for another kiss but his hands were sliding down his back, creeping beneath his 
shirt to stroke the skin. Bruce had just worked a ten hour shift, he had been tired and only thinking of having 
a shower and a few beers when he got off the bus, but now he felt like he was walking in the clouds. He ran 


his hands up Jan's arms then down to pull at the hem of the sleeveless tee Jan wore, pulling it up so Jan 


could hurriedly take it off. Bruce placed his hands palms-down on the pale skin of Jan's chest, amazed all over 
again by the smooth, hairless skin and the finely toned muscles. He had almost forgotten how smooth and soft 
Jan's skin was but he was quickly being reminded as Jan pulled off his tee and ran his lips down Bruce's chest. 
He was both kissing and biting, leaving marks but Bruce didn't care. In fact he loved it and when Jan's tongue 
flicked at his nipple he thought he was going to cream his jeans. 


"Slow down, we've got all night. We've got all the time in the world" He murmured against the soft skin of Jan's 
shoulder, leaving a few bites of his own then soothing him with his tongue, relishing the unique taste of Jan 
that he had feared he would never have again He sat up and took Jan's hand. "It's time for you to see your 
new bedroom." He stood and led Jan through a door into the surprisingly spacious bedroom. With his first 
paycheck from the aviation facility Bruce had bought a bed from a second-hand store, a queen sized bed with 
a carved wooden headboard, and had bought new linens and a comforter for it. The bedroom itself was sparse 
with only a long, low dresser in it but it had a bank of three windows across from the bed that, fortunately, 
were already equipped with vertical blinds when he moved in. Pausing only long enough to close the blinds, the 
two fell across the bed, their lovemaking stepping up a notch to a more passionate level. Jan lay on his back, 
pulling Bruce down over him and though they were both still wearing their jeans just the feel of the skin of 
their chests against each other heightened the urgency. Jan's fingers combed through Bruce's ample chest 
hair, he had always said he loved how much body hair Bruce had and it was evident that it was getting him 


more and more excited. 


| need you, Brucie," Jan gasped in his ear. "I know we have all night but we've waited all summer already and | 


need you now!" 


Bruce agreed, though he was busy kissing his way down Jan's stomach and couldn't say so out loud. He 
unbuttoned Jan's pants and kissed the bared skin, then looked up with a grin. Jan was wearing the skimpy red 
underwear and it was doing a very poor job of containing how excited he was. He slipped Jan's skin tight jeans 


down over his hips and teased him through the underwear, tracing his fingertip along the hardness within. 


"Ah, Bruce, for God's sake, don't do that! Its going to be over in a second if you keep doing that!" Jan's 
breathing was ragged and his words jumbled but Bruce relented, wanting more contact. He paused to unfasten 
his own jeans, kicking them off to find that Jan had also removed not only his jeans but the underwear as well 
Bruce paused, suddenly struck by how perfect Jan looked lying there, excited and needy, how incredibly sexy he 
looked. He moved over him slowly, meeting his lips in a deep kiss as he felt their bodies touch, skin on skin, 
head to toe. He pulled back from the kiss just far enough to look into Jan's lust-darkened eyes. 


"I love you so much, Janick Gers! | can't even begin to tell you how much!" 


Jan's eyes looked at him openly, completely unguarded. "Then show me!" He raised his head to kiss Bruce again 
and Bruce felt the heat of Jan's excitement against his own So many memories of the times they had done 
this flooded through him and it quickly flashed through his mind to be grateful for every single minute they 
were together. He kissed his way down Jan's body, he knew he was being frantic but he couldn't help it. He 
wanted to feel Jan in his mouth, he had been remembering that unique taste for so many weeks, now it was 


within his reach and he had to have it. 


When he arrived at his goal Bruce wasted no time, he immediately took Jan in his mouth all the way and Jan 
cried out, Bruce could feel him trembling and taste the anticipation. He was so hard, so rigid yet his skin was 
velvety and like silk Being British he was uncut as are most Brits, and Bruce had always been fascinated with 
playing with the foreskin, rolling his tongue across it, loving the increased sensitivity beneath. 


Jan was unable to hold still, he was squirming and writhing under Bruce's focused attention, his hands tangling 
and pulling in Bruce's hair but Bruce didn't mind a bit. He remembered well the signs that Jan was on the edge, 
the increased tenseness in his body, the tighter grip on his hair. Bruce pulled off Jan with a long low sweep of 
the tongue down his length and raised himself up to just inches from Jan's blissed-out face. "I've been 
fantasizing about this for weeks," he breathed, lowering his lips to Jan for a surprisingly gentle kiss. "but it's 
better than | imagined, better than | remembered." 


Jan raised his head slightly to capture Bruce in a kiss. "Then don't wait any longer. | can't wait any longer!" He 
raised his hips, rubbing himself against Bruce, and Bruce felt like he was going out of his mind. He fumbled in 
the nightstand - the same nightstand with the small bottle in the drawer from the old apartment - and 
emerged with the bottle of lube, all while not breaking Jan's kiss. Jan was a live wire beneath him, pressing 
against him, moving his hips seeking the friction they both craved, and he scarcely flinched as Bruce prepared 
him even though it had been a long time. He was too anxious, too eager to even think of pain or discomfort, he 
was focused only on Bruce. 


Jan's long legs were already wrapped around the back of Bruce's thighs and he was rocking against him as 
Bruce finally began to enter. 

"Bruceeee...,Jan hissed, his eyes almost unfocused in his desire, "yes, I've been needing you so badly.." He 
trailed off, unable to form coherent speech as Bruce slowly sank into him. They were both so keyed up they 
knew it wouldn't take long, and it didn't. Jan was tossing his head from side to side and Bruce fastened his 
mouth to Jan's shoulder, reaching between them to close his fist around Jan. At his touch Jan let out a low, 
strangled sound and increased the tempo of their movements until he suddenly went still, then trembled 


violently all over as Bruce felt him spill into his hand. 


This was more than Bruce could bear, the heat, the tightness, the scent and feel of Jan, and he reached his 


climax a second later, unable to do more than make a small, quick intake of breath. 


They lay together, each coming down from the high in his own way. Bruce felt as though he were falling from 
a height onto a soft, welcoming surface and he felt Jan's arms around him, fingers combing through his messy 
hair as it spilled across Jan's chest. Bruce turned his head and was mere inches from the deep gray eyes that 
looked at him with such openness it took his breath away. Jan's lips were parted slightly, his breathing still a 
little rapid, and Bruce couldn't resist kissing him, pressing a dozen kisses to his face, his lips, even over his 
closed eyes and the tip of his nose until Jan was giggling. By some psychic signal, they both grew serious and 


Jan lay looking at Bruce with such unguarded, unmasked love that Bruce felt himself getting emotional. 


"You'll have to leave again sometimes won't you? | mean, the band has a recording contract now so there will 
be recording sessions and tours, stuff like that, won't there?" 


Jan looked momentarily sad. "Yeah, there will. But | don't have to do it, | don't have to stay with the band. 
Nothing has been formalized yet, | can walk away any tine | want. |....| don't know if we can handle these 


separations, Bruce. This one was a roller coaster ride I'm still reeling from it." 


Bruce pulled Jan to closer him snuggling him up against his shoulder, one leg lying over Bruce's legs and one 
hand unconsciously playing in Bruce's chest hair. "I am too." he admitted. "But we weren't prepared for it and 
we hadn't been together very long before you left. We know what to expect now. You have to stay in the band, 
Jan. You've worked for this and dreamed of it since you were a little kid. " 


Jan was silent, and Bruce looked over to him. He looked lost in thought, his cheek resting against Bruce's 


muscular shoulder but his eyes looking a million miles away. 

"What are you thinking about?" he asked softly. 

Jan's eyes flickered up to meet his. "About you. About us. About the past three months. | had a chance to get 
laid almost every night, and | didn't. You had one chance, and you took it. l.m not sure how | should feel about 


that: 


Bruce felt his heart plummet. It was possible he could still lose Jan, he knew. Jan would have time to think 


about it and he could realize he couldn't deal with it, he could come to the conclusion he couldn't trust Bruce. 


"| would give anything if | could go back and not do what | did" he said honestly. "ld do anything if it would take 


away the hurt | caused and get you to trust me again." 


"And | would do anything to get you to always be honest and open with me. You fucked up, everybody fucks 
up, but you turned away from me. That's what hurts, and | want you to understand that.” 


"| do. | thought about it. God, | did nothing except think about it, about what possessed me to even look at 
was there." 


Jan looked thoughtful. "That makes sense, | suppose. Anyone would be insecure if they were rejected as much 


as you were when you were growing up. Anyone would want to feel wanted and needed. " 
| only need you, Jan. You make me feel wanted and needed. | don't care how much | drank, there's no excuse 
for forgetting that." He turned to face Jan straight on "Can things go back to the way it was before you left? 


Can you learn to trust me again?" 


Jan didn't hesitate. "Yes, | can. And, after all, we never came out and made any kind of commitment to each 


other" 


Bruce was startled to realize he was right. They had never put it into words, it had always just been assumed. 


ignorant of me. 


Jan squeezed himself even closer to Bruce and kissed his neck "It'll be okay, Bruce. We'll work it out." He was 
still kissing and nibbling Bruce's neck and Bruce couldn't help it, he felt himself growing hard again. Jan felt it 
too, his leg was still over Bruce and he moved it subtly against him, feeling him grow. Bruce was reminded 
again of how highly sexed Jan was, of how he never seemed to get enough. Yet he had abstained for months 
to be true to Bruce. Oddly enough, Bruce felt no trace of doubt about that. It dawned on him then that he 


trusted Jan implicitly and he was determined to erase any doubts Jan may have regarding him. 


It was becoming difficult to think Jan was kissing and licking his way across Bruce's chest, toying with his 
ripples, biting at his chest hair, and Bruce was becoming so turned on he could no longer think straight. Jan 
couldn't go down on him, not until they showered at least, but he did everything short of it, lavishing Bruce 
with attention and losing himself in the act as he usually did, the dreamy look on his face so reminiscent of 
how he looked when ripping out a guitar solo onstage. Finally Jan sat upright, straddling Bruce and reaching for 
the lube even as he moved sinuously against Bruce's now rampant erection. A moment later he was easing 
himself down on Bruce, bracing himself with his hands against his chest, and Bruce felt completely engulfed by 
the heat and the sensations. 


Jan rode him slowly, sensuously, drawing the act out, bringing Bruce to the brink then slowing down to lean 
forward and kiss him. Bruce couldn't take his eyes off him. Jan's head was thrown back, his long hair cascading 
down his back as he moved his hips in an almost circular motion Bruce could tell without a doubt when Jan 
found the right angle, his breathing became fast and uneven and Bruce felt his legs trembling against his hips. 
Bruce was meeting every movement, matching the rhythm perfectly, holding back because he wanted to see 
Jan's face as he reached his orgasm. Jan raised his head then and opened his eyes, locking them onto Bruce's, 
and after a few more increasingly uneven movements he drew in his breath with a sharp gasp, thrust himself 
down fully on Bruce, and coated them both with his completion. Bruce lost all semblance of control, he grasped 
Jan's hips and held him down tight to him as he reached his own climax, an orgasm so intense he thought it 


would never end. 


The two stayed in bed, alternately making love and talking, filling one another in on the little details of the time 
they had been apart. Bruce admitted he had been stressed out, struggling with all the sudden changes in his 
life, but now that he was doing well in his training he was feeling more confidant, especially since he now had 
Jan back at his side, He had felt empty and incomplete without him there and he told Jan this, finding it easier 
than he would have expected to express his deeper feelings verbally. This was Jan he was talking to, and that 
made it easy. He told Jan about Dave and Nick, about his sourpuss boss, even about Steve and H and their 
band. 


Jan in turn described life running about Britain from gig to gig in an old van with bald tires. Every other day, 
he said, someone had to put air in one or the other of the tires that had gone half-flat overnight. It was 
stressful for him too, he openly admitted. Graeme and Phil had broken up and couldn't stand being on the same 
stage together, let alone riding for hours in the confines of a van. Jan, Mally, and Paul had been in the 


awkward position of playing intermediaries between the two and it was ten times as bad when they had to 
spend the night sleeping in the van. Graeme would sneak out to get drunk, Phil would sulk and refuse to talk to 


anyone, and the remaining three would strive to keep some semblance of normalcy in the group. 


When Jan recounted he gigs, though, he became animated, describing the enthusiasm of the crowd in detail 
"We didn't know it, but there were scouts from several record labels attending the festivals this year looking 
for new acts. They saw the reaction we had been getting so after the third festival they approached us with 
the contract proposal. It took us a while to work it all out since we don't have a manager to handle these 
things for us but for once we all came to an agreement and accepted the terms. The label is a small one but 
they're flying everyone out in a few weeks and we're all supposed to meet at their offices in LA. to sign the 
actual contracts. When | mentioned not continuing with the band, it wasn't only so | could spend more time with 
you. It was so uncomfortable for everyone after Graeme and Phil split up and Graeme started drinking again so 
| wasn't sure about it for that reason, too. | hate conflict, Brucie - it makes me feel physically ill to be around 
so much tension" 

Bruce felt a surge of protectiveness for Jan, in some ways he was almost childlike in his sensitivities and as 
much as Bruce loved that about him, he worried sometimes. He wanted to protect him from being hurt, which 
he realized was ironic considering he himself had caused Jan pain. "| didn't know it was like that, | thought you 


were all friends since school." 


"No, just Graeme and |. We recruited the others from around the area when we first tried to get the band 
started. Now Graeme and | aren't even close. His drinking and experimenting with drugs are what came between 
him and Phil, too." Jan sighed, nuzzling into Bruce's neck and placing a light kiss there. "I worry that even 
though we have this chance at becoming recognized for our music now, the personal issues are going to ruin 


it all before it even starts." 


Bruce stroked back Jan's hair, placing a kiss on his forehead. "| can't help you decide what to do about that. | 
wish | could, but you have to decide for yourself if it's worth it.” 


"| just want to make music, Brucie. I'd love to be able to make a living from it but if that doesn't happen it 
won't be a huge catastrophe. I'll still play, and that's what's really important to me. That," he placed another 


soft kiss on Bruce's neck, followed by a nip to his ear, “and you." 


Chapter Eight 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


The reunited couple spent virtually the entire weekend in bed, finally emerging Sunday afternoon to go to Paul's 
to pick up Jan's other bag and visit with the old crowd for awhile. Jan was welcomed back so enthusiastically 
when the three of them walked into Pete's that he was visibly moved, touched by the warmth of these men 
he had only known for a few months. While John, Chris, and the others were talking with Jan about his time 
away Bruce took the opportunity to fill Paul in on the reasons for the rift between him and Jan. When he 
finished explaining, Paul nodded slowly. "I thought up a lot of reasons for you to be avoiding Jan, but that one 
didn't occur to me. | hope you know you handled that in the worst way possible. Jan took a redeye flight here 
and when he called and woke me up at five in the morning he was jet lagged and going out of his mind with 
worry. " Paul lowered his voice even though no one was standing nearby, "He was in tears, Bruce! He was 


convinced you didn't want to be with him anymore." 


"Oh, God," Bruce sighed, "don't remind me of how badly | fucked it all up. I've been wracking my brain trying to 


figure out how to make it up to him. If he were a girl it would be a lot easier. | would propose to him." 


Paul looked straight at Bruce. "You are serious, aren't you? You really do want to be with him for he rest of 


your life." 

"Damned right l'm serious! | can't imagine life without him." 

"Okay, maybe you can't actually marry him, but have you thought about something similar? " 

Bruce was puzzled. "What do you mean?" 

"| don't know, maybe buy him a ring, make some kind of formal commitment. Something like that." 

Something clicked in Bruce's mind, maybe Paul was onto something. He would have to think about it. 

Bruce felt relieved now that he's made up his mind to formally pledge himself to Jan in some way, and during 
the long, late night bus ride back to San Jose he watched him in the reflection of the bus window, unbeknownst 
to Jan, kind of overwhelmed by how easy it was for him to want to cement things with him. He was even 
eager to do it, he realized. Jan was chatting to him about what he had been talking about with the guys, and 
even though Bruce was listening he was in a somewhat introspective state of mind. They were on a public bus 
but it was late and there were few other passengers so he took Jan's hand in his own, earning a warm smile 


from Jan that reaffirmed his certainty that yes, he wanted to be with this man for the rest of his life. 


Jan was a restless man, he wasn't the type to sit in the apartment while Bruce was at work so he took long 


walks, familiarizing himself with his new neighborhood then venturing further and learning his way around the 
city. Even though it was only a few short weeks until he would be playing again with White Spirit, by the 
second week he was back he had located the area of the city where busker's plied their trade, obtained the 
proper permit, and began playing his acoustic on the street. It wasn't to earn money this time, he had made 
some money, though not much, over the summer and his expenses were few. He played for the sheer joy of it 
and to stay in practice, trying out new material he had been working on in his head as well as the familiar 
songs the crowd wanted to hear. He didn't leave his guitar case open for the people to throw money in but 
nevertheless some people would approach and give him a dollar or two, which he always used on his way home 


to buy some groceries or household supplies. 


No more mention was made of Bruce's mistake with the chick from the Upfront Club but there were times 
when they were going about their evening in the apartment, he would watching television and Jan either 
reading or playing his guitar, when he would see a downcast look on Jan's face and know he was thinking about 
it, and thinking about how Bruce essentially ran away from the problem rather than owning up to it and talking 


to him. 


The difference in Bruce's demeanor was obvious from his first day back at work after Jan's return and after 
a few days Nick came straight out and asked him why he was in such a good mood all of a sudden after 


moping around for so long. 


"Have you got a split personality or something?" he teased. "When you started working here you were cool, 


then you were going around acting like your best friend died, and now you're back to normal.” 


Bruce just laughed it off, but Nick continued to tease him until a few days later he and Bruce were in the 
break room and Bruce decided to just be honest. 
"I just went through a bad time is all, everything is good now." 


Nick gave a mock-wise lift of his chin and put on a bad fake Irish accent. "Ah, ye were having troubles in your 


love life, then, me boyo?" 


He was joking around but Bruce gave him a straight answer. "That's it exactly. My boyfriend was away for a 
while but now he's back." He deliberately used the term ‘boyfriend’, he was a forthright person and while it 
was nobody else's business, Bruce wasn't going to hide anything from someone he now thought of as a friend. 
He kept direct eye contact with Nick as he spoke and was both surprised and pleased to see no change at all in 


his expression. 


"Well good," Nick replied evenly, no difference in his voice whatsoever, "and now maybe you will feel like coming 
out with us for a beer again. And bring him with you." he added, "since being away from him seems to turn 
you into a zombie." Bruce laughed with relief and said he would be happy to go out for a beer and he'd 
definitely bring Jan. "As long as we don't go to the UpFront club," he added. "| don't want to run into that 


woman again." 


"We did promise to go to see Steve's band tomorrow night but | don't think you have to worry about seeing 


that bimbo there. | never saw her before that night and haven't seen her since. It's usually the same crowd 


there when Smiler is playing, they have their own following.” 


Somewhat hesitantly, Bruce told him he would talk to Jan and maybe see them there Saturday night. 


Surprisingly, Jan was willing to go when he broached the subject to him after supper that evening. 


"Are you sure? That's where | let myself get picked up, after all" Bruce said, he was still angry with himself 
over the whole incident and it came through in his voice. 


"Are you going to let yourself be picked up again?" Jan asked, he was trying to sound lighthearted but Bruce 
detected a note of seriousness. 


“Absolutely not! Not there or any place else, even if you weren't with me." Bruce reassured him. The two were 
sitting on the couch simply relaxing together, Bruce was half lying against the arm of the couch and Jan was 
lying in front of him between his outstretched legs, his head on Bruce's chest. The sun was lowering and 
shining straight through the patio doors, bringing out the gold highlights and Bruce was playing idly with Jan's 
hair, turning a lock into the light. He had been giving a lot of thought to how he could erase every shred of 
doubt Jan still had and had come up with an idea. He would have to do it within the next two weeks, he knew, 
because the date had been set for when White Spirit was returning to the States. 


Jan's hand was lying on Bruce's stomach and Bruce picked it up, threading his fingers through his, bringing 
Jan's hand up to his lips and kissing each digit. Jan raised his eyes to Bruce's and he saw a telltale darkening of 
the color of his gray irises. Jan was in the mood for sex, which was perfectly all right with Bruce. Still holding 
Jan's hand he switched from kissing the fingers to taking them individually into his mouth, sucking on them and 
he could tell Jan was getting into it. Bruce had been thinking about trying something and he smiled at Jan, 


extending his tongue to lick up Jan's calloused index finger. "Lets go into the bedroom, hmm?" 


Jan's only reply was to bite Bruce's tee shirt in the general vicinity of his nipple and jump up, leading him by 
the hand into the next room. They fell onto the bed kissing deeply, hands wandering, Jan lying on back beneath 
Bruce as the two stripped of their clothes. Bruce could get lost in kissing Jan, he knew every nuance of his 
body by now, every sensitive area, every dip and hollow of his muscles, the taste and texture of him, but 
there was one thing he didn't know. As their excitement built, Bruce suddenly flipped them so Jan was lying on 
top. 


"I'd like to try something, if you're willing.” He murmured against Jan's neck, adding a little bite because he 
couldn't resist. 


"Hmm..." Jan's sigh was more of a moan, "If it involves us continuing what we're doing now, I'm all for it!" 


Bruce put his hands on Jan's face and made him look in his eyes. "I want you to make love to me, Jan. I...I'd like 


to feel you inside me." 


Jan looked taken aback, but the look in his eyes was unmistakable and Bruce could have sworn he felt him 


twitch against him. "Are you sure?" He said after a few seconds, "We've never done that, and you've 


"No, I've never had anyone or anything in me. But | want to know how it feels, | want to feel what you do when 


we make love." 


There was no doubt of Jan's reaction now, his hips moved against Bruce almost of their own violation and their 
erections brushed together. Jan slowly kissed his way down Bruce's body, drawing the experience out, 
prolonging the sensations so that by the time he began to prep Bruce that he was usually prepped, Bruce was 
so worked up he barely noticed when Jan inserted a well-lubed finger. Jan kept him distracted by giving his 
cock a lot of attention with his mouth and his other hand, and while Bruce was aware of what was happening 


all he felt was a sense of anticipation. 


Though Jan was completely caught up in this switch of roles, he was very careful, going slow as he entered 
Bruce until he was fully inside him, looking down into the wide amber eyes of the man beneath him. Bruce 
looked up at him, exposed and vulnerable, and as he sometimes did during intensely emotional moments Jan let 
a tear slip down his face. Bruce leaned up and kissed it away then he moved his hips, starting a slow, steady 
rhythm. He saw Jan's reaction to the sensations, the heat and tightness he himself knew so well but that were 
new for Jan, and it was such a turn on that he found he was stroking himself between them without 
remembering moving his hand. He felt Jan's hand close over his own as he supported himself with his other 
arm and the movements gained momentum until all at once Bruce felt Jan brush against his prostate. In a 
flash he understood why this made Jan writhe about so uncontrollably, he found the sudden increase of 
stimulation unexpected but he felt himself quickly building to an orgasm that seemed to overtake him so 
suddenly and intensely it took them both by storm. Seeing Bruce come apart, feeling himself buried deep in him 
and then feeling the hot thick wetness of his orgasm between them was the final straw for Jan. He threw his 
head back and saw fireworks behind his eyes as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through him, leaving 


him utterly spent and trembling across Bruce's chest. 


Bruce felt he couldn't move, he didn't want to move, but he raised a hand and brushed Jan's tangled hair back 
from his face. After a few minutes Jan raised his head then summoned up the energy to crawl off Bruce and 


move to his side where he closed his arms across his lover's chest and nuzzled his face into his neck. 


"Was that all right?" He asked. There was a teasing note in the question because there could be little question 
that it had been more than merely all right. 

For an answer Bruce kissed the top of his head, still stroking his hair. "| think | understand now why you're 
such a nymphomaniac." he teased back, earning a dreamy smile from Jan who was already close to dozing off. 
Jan put every ounce of his energy into these sessions and even though it was still relatively early he was so 
sated he was sleepy. 

"If l'm a nymphomaniac its only because | can't get enough of you." he said softly. 


Chapter Nine 


CHAPTER NINE 


In spite of some reservations Bruce still held about going back to the Upfront club, the two of them met up 
with Dave and Nick there the following night. Dave seemed to hit it off with Jan immediately, they were both 
bright, free spirited types who, it turned out, had many shared interests. Nick seemed to like Jan too, which 
was no surprise to Bruce, and the four of them took a table not far from the stage to wait for Smiler to 
come on. While Dave and Jan were getting to know one another, Nick nudged Bruce in the ribs. 

"Now | see why you were mooning around while he was gone. He's something else" Bruce must have given him 
some sort of warning look because Nick hastened to add "I'm didn't mean it like that, | only meant that you 
don't see guys who look like that around here very often. l'm as straight as an arrow myself, but if | 
weren't..." he gave an exaggerated wink. Bruce had found Nick's quirky sense of humor hard to get used to at 
first but now he understood that it was just his way, he was a naturally jocular person and it actually helped 
raise Bruce's mood at times to hear the nonsense Nick would sometimes spout off. Now he couldn't help but 
laugh and shake his head, secretly feeling a bit of pride that his Janick had attracted the attention of a 


straight man. 


Smiler took the stage less than a hour later and had added a couple of new songs since Bruce had last been 
there. Though he only knew a little guitar himself he had watched Jan write music and could appreciate the 
skill it took to weave together such intricate music as this band played. He learned through listening to Nick 
and Dave that Steve had started the band when he was still in his teens and that he and H knew Dave and 
Nick through a job they had all once worked together on at a factory. Dave and Nick became regulars 
wherever Smiler played and when they got the gig as the house band at The Upfront club they that had 


become their hangout. 


Bruce was immensely relieved not to see Denise. If running into her by chance wasn't a concern he could see 
himself hanging out more himself, especially since Jan seemed at ease there and was already getting on well 
with Nick and Dave. Jan watched Smiler as only another musician could, noting their obvious professionalism 
and occasionally making observations about certain aspects of the music that went completely over Bruce's 
head. He realized he had never told Dave and Nick that Jan was a musician and they seemed surprised initially 


when they realized he knew so much about how Smiler achieved their distinctive heavier sound and about the 


quality of the playing. 


During the band's break they bombarded Jan with questions about his own band and insisted he and Bruce 
come backstage to meet Steve, H, and the others. It was less crowded backstage this time, and the only women 
present was a girl who seemed to be the drummer's girlfriend and someone the vocalist, Paul, had brought as 
his date along with a couple of her friends. None of the groupie-wannabe's were there as they had been the 
last time Bruce was there and he was relieved, because that had been who Denise had been with. It was 


quieter in the backstage room this time and Steve noticed right away when he and Jan walked in with Dave and 


Nick, coming over to them. 


"Hey, Bruce, am | right? | was wondering if you would ever make it back, | was starting to think you didn't like 


our music!" Steve grinned. 


"Are you kidding, you guys are great! I've just had other stuff going on. This is my friend Jan" When he 


introduced Jan he was impressed to see that even in such an informal atmosphere the two shook hands. 
"Jan's a musician," Dave piped in. "He just got back from touring England for the summer." 
It wasn't really a tour," Jan demurred. "Just a couple dozen small gigs and some festivals." 


Steve asked him then about his band and as soon as he learned Jan's band was also a metal band the two 
were talking intently about music. Even though Steve was a bassist his knowledge of all guitar playing styles 
was extensive and after the two had been talking for several minutes Steve went to the corner of the room 
picked up an already set up guitar brought it back over , handing it to Jan. “Show me what you're talking about 
with the whammy, I'm not sure what you mean" 


Jan took the instrument, he was sitting on a couch next to Bruce so he had to scoot forward for room, and as 
Bruce looked on with ill-disguised pride Jan, after a couple of strums to familiarize himself with that particular 
guitar, suddenly launched into the intro to Ritchie Blackmore's Speed King, playing it flawlessly. . Everyone in the 
room immediately stopped talking and turned to look, some with open astonishment on their faces. Jan finished 
nonchalantly and began talking, oblivious to the stunned looks around him "The last part is what | was talking 


about - it would be easier if this were a Fred Rose tremolo." 


Smiler's guitarist, H, was staring at Jan with a curious mix of envy and admiration. "Where the hell did you 


learn to play like that" 


Jan looked surprised at the question. "By playing around, experimenting, playing every chance | got when | was 


growing up. You must have done the same to play as well as you do." 


H looked mollified, appeased by Jan's soft reply and his compliment. "Yeah, probably. Who were your influences?” 
The two guitarists were still talking about Ritchie Blackmore and Rory Gallagher as the band returned to the 
stage for the second half of Smiler's set. The rest of them took seats at the bar, their booth having been 
claimed by other patrons's during their absence, and Jan deliberately moved his barstool close to Bruce's so 
that their legs touched as they sat. Bruce had a nice buzz going by now and surreptitiously laid his hand on 
Jan's thigh, shielded by the bar overhand and the general darkness of the club. 


After forty minutes, Steve announced the next song would be their last of the evening. "And since this is our 
last song | wonder if we could ask a new friend of ours to join us onstage. Jan," he looked straight at them, 


"how about it, come on up and join us for one!" 


Jan was completely taken by surprise. Sure, he had demonstrated his proficiency by playing a complicated riff 
but he'd just met the guys in Smiler and didn't know any of their material. But Bruce could see Jan was 

enthused by the thought of playing. It had been three weeks since his return and though he'd played his Strat 
at home with the amp turned low, he hadn't been able to get in any serious playing and hadn't played in front 


of a crowd. 
Bruce grinned at his lover. "Go on! You know you want to." 


Shrugging, Jan went forward and accepted the guitar H handed him. The men onstage conferred for a moment 
then launched straight into a cover of Blue Oyster Cult's Godzilla. H and Jan switched off on the guitar solos 
and Jan played rhythm during the body of the song. At the end, though, both guitars blended seamlessly, 
lending an impressive depth to the song that went over extraordinarily well. Bruce loved watching Jan perform, 
he couldn't tear his eyes off him. The music seemed to take him over and possess him, he whirled and pranced 
and nearly gave Bruce a boner by thrusting his hips into his Strat during his solo. It was a signature move of 
his, though he didn't do it consciously, and it was the sexiest thing Bruce had ever seen. During the few weeks 
he was joining White Spirit as they traveled to their California gigs Bruce had been teased every time by Jan's 
moves, teased to the point where on a few occasions he'd dragged Jan into the bathroom at the venue for a 


quickie. 


The band was already a big draw at the Upfront Club but their response as they left the stage this time 
seemed to go on for five minutes; whoops, clapping and shouts following them backstage. Jan went backstage 
with the band and Bruce, Dave, and Nick soon joined them, the two men saying things like ‘Why didn't you tell 
us he was that good? or ‘That boyfriend of yours could be a superstar, Brucel. Backstage Bruce found Jan 
deep in conversation with H, who's real name he'd just learned, was Ade, and Steve. The other members of 
Smiler were just leaving with their girlfriends and waved as they left. Jan was giddy as he always was after a 
performance, even one as short as this had been, and downing a beer but when Bruce came in he came over 
to him and in full view of everyone,kissed his cheek. He had several beers by then and probably didn't think 
about what he was doing but Bruce knew all too well how some people reacted to same sex couples . Steve 


caught the exchange and gave them an odd look though he didn't say anything. 


Still, Bruce appreciated the gesture of affection, he hated feeling he had to keep their relationship secret They 
left the club soon after, Dave and Nick dropping them off at their building, and Jan was still pumped from 
playing onstage as well as having had a number of beers. Bruce waited until they were inside their apartment 
then he seized Jan, pulling him close for a deep, soulful kiss. When they finally drew apart for breath Jan's 
eyes were filled with desire. They hadn't gotten five feet into the apartment but Bruce pulled him close again, 
this time attacking his neck with nips and kisses. 

"You know what it does to me to see you onstage," he murmured into Jan's ear, then licked around the gold 


earring Jan wore. "It drives me crazy!" 


"Mmm, good!" Jan was breathless, his hands already under Bruce's shirt and running up his flanks. "I like it 


when you're crazy!" 


Bruce chuckled, taking Jan's hand and pulling him to the bedroom, pulling his tee shirt off as soon as they got 
there then pulling Jan's off as well. The two tumbled down onto the bed, Bruce already undoing Jan's jeans, 
anxious to get to the treasure within. Jan obligingly lifted his hips for Bruce to pull the jeans off completely, 
then Bruce was kneeling over Jan, lavishing his slender form with attention, trying not to neglect any part of 
him but paying particular attention to the areas he knew were the most sensitive. Jan reached down to open 
Bruce's jeans, extracting his hardness and stroking it until Bruce moved lower on him and he could no longer 


reach. 


"Turn ‘round, Brucie! " Jan urged and Bruce gladly complied. They took each other in at almost the same 
moment, a perfectly choreographed sixty-nine. It was urgent and intense, they clutched at one another and 
moaned around each other as their movements intensified. Jan couldn't take Bruce in all the way to his throat 
because Bruce was too large, but he made up for it with the skills he'd been developing at bringing Bruce to 
the edge several times before letting him come. Bruce could almost deep-throat Jan and his technique was 
more straightforward. No teasing, just a long, slow buildup until Jan had to let go of Bruce and cry out, filling 
Bruce's mouth. Bruce drank him down, removing his mouth from Jan with a slow suction, but he was half 
crazed with lust by now and wasted no more time. This wasn't one of their languid, slow, sensual couplings, this 
was raw sex and Bruce turned Jan over, quickly prepping him and entering him from behind. He liked this 
position sometimes, he liked to look along Jan's pale, smooth back and watch the long curtain of hair sway with 
their movements but mostly he loved to watch himself disappear between the perfect globes of Jan's ass 


time and time again 


“Ahh...Jan!" He cried out, slamming himself in deep as he reached a mind blowing orgasm. Jan's legs gave way 
and they both slumped flat on the bed, Bruce still on top of Jan not wanting to extricate himself any sooner 
than he had to. He wrapped his arms around Jan's waist from behind, not in the least surprised to brush 


against the hardon Jan had once again, and placed open kisses across the pale shoulders and back. 


After a few minutes Bruce slipped off to lay by Jan's side and the blonde immediately covered his neck and 


shoulder with nips and lazy, loving kisses as Bruce pulled him close. They fell asleep within minutes. 


Chapter Ten 


CHAPTER TEN 


When Bruce got home from work Monday afternoon he found Jan talking agitatedly on the phone. It only took a 
few seconds for him to realize he was talking to his bandmates from White Spirit and that there was some 
kind of problem. Bruce didn't interrupt, he just stroked Jan's hair as he passed behind the couch to go into the 
bedroom to change out of his work clothes. He wasn't deliberately trying to listen but could hear Jan's side of 
the conversation and just as he re-entered the living room Jan hung up the phone none too gently and leaned 
back on the couch, running his hands through his hair, obviously agitated. Bruce sat next to him and put his 


arm around him. 
"What was that all about?" 


Jan sighed. "That was Mally. The record company called them today and wants us all in LA. on Friday, but 
Graeme is refusing to come. He's talking about quitting the band and if he does I'm afraid the record company 


will drop us." 
"Why would they? You can get another drummer." 


"Yes, but Graeme was also the acting manager and not only booked all of our gigs but he was the one who 
negotiated the agreement with the record company in the first place. When he's sober he has a good head for 
business, though Mally says he hasn't been sober often lately. The rest of us only have a vague idea of what 
he verbally agreed on with them." 


"Well, you'll just have to go to the meeting Friday and find out. Ask a lot of questions and see what happens. 
Why do you think Graeme wants to quit? Is it because of the bad feelings over breaking up with Phil?" 


"Probably, but | know Graeme and he never stays with anything for too long. Mally says he's found a new 
boyfriend in London and l'm sure that has a lot to do with it as well. 


It flashed through Bruce's mind that this was what had caused the end of Jan's sexual involvement with 
Graeme. Graeme was flighty and tended to lose interest in things once something else came along. "I'm sorry. 


But it may still work out, Mally could be wrong and Graeme could stay in the band after all 


Mally wasn't wrong. He called Jan again the following day. Graeme had officially quit the band and Phil was 
complaining too. Apparently he wasn't happy about having an American record label, he wanted to stay in the 
UK. and if they signed with the American company they would have to relocate to LA. When Jan told Bruce 


about it over supper he was trying to keep a positive attitude but Bruce could tell he was worried. The band 
was flying in on Wednesday and the record company was putting them up in a hotel, Jan planned to take a bus 
down on Thursday, stay overnight at the hotel with them, go to the Friday meeting and return home Friday 
night. 


They sat on the couch after the dinner dishes were washed. Bruce wasn't sure how to keep Jan's hopes up 
since he himself had doubts about these new developments. "I know you've never talked much about it, but | 


know getting a recording contract has to be something you've wanted from the very beginning.” 


Jan was sitting close with Bruce's arm around his shoulder and his head resting on Bruce's shoulder. "I suppose 
everyone dreams of making records and being a star when they start a band, but sometimes these things just 
aren't the cards." 


Bruce kissed the you of Jan's head. "You're good enough at what you do that it could still happen, even without 
White Spirit" 


Jan smiled up at him. "You're only flattering me to get in my pants!" he smiled. 


"Do | have to flatter you now to get in your pants? | thought all | had to do was this!" He kissed Jan and the 


kiss was immediately returned, quickly becoming heated. 


"Mmm," Jan sighed into the kiss, and when they separated he smiled at Bruce. "I guess you're right, this is all 
you have to do." 


Bruce asked for a long lunch hour on Thursday to see Jan off at the bus station It turned out that his 
supervisor, while uncommunicative, wasn't a complete asshole and gave him an extra hour without any 
problem. Taking the bus to a place where one could take a bus struck Bruce as a bit ridiculous and he was 
seriously thinking of buying an old car, but there was something else he had to buy first. As soon as Jan's 
bus left for LA, Bruce got busy, he only had an hour left before he had to be back sat work. Luckily, he knew 
exactly where he wanted to go and what he wanted to do. It still took longer than he had hoped to complete his 
business and he was fifteen minutes late but his supervisor didn't put up a fuss. 


Jan called that evening from the hotel with the news Bruce was half expecting. Phil didn't come to LA. with the 
others. He too quit the band, so now they were without both a drummer and a bassist. 

"I think it's really a waste of time now to even go to the meeting tomorrow but the others seem to think we 
can still work something out." 


Bruce heard a little discouragement in Jan's quiet voice and tried to cheer him up. "And maybe you can! LA. 


has to be full of other drummers and bassists, the company might have replacements in mind already." 


"Well, we'll find out in the morning. | told the others not to get their hopes too high, though" The two talked on 
until White Spirit's vocalist, another man named Bruce, returned to the room he and Jan were sharing. "Don't 


forget to pick me up at the bus tomorrow night, okay?" Jan reminded him. 


"Like | would forget!" Bruce laughed. The bus didn't get in until ten which would give Bruce plenty of time to get 
a few things ready. 


The bus was almost a half hour late, as it turned out, and since Bruce had been nervous all day he was 
absolutely frazzled by the time it finally arrived. As soon as he saw Jan's honey blond hair amid the 
passengers he went forward to meet him, giving him a hug because even in |978 it wasn't unusual for two 
men to hug at airports, bus stations, and the like. Jan looked tired and as soon as he'd retrieved his overnight 
bag and guitar case from the baggage compartment the two men got away from the noisy, crowded bus 
station, walking to the stop for the local city bus a few blocks away. 


Bruce knew before he asked how the meeting had gone, he could read it in Jan's expression. "What did they 
say?" 


Jan sighed. "Pretty much what | expected. We're a new, unheard of band and they don't have the resources to 
invest in locating us a new rhythm section right now. They said they're still interested in us and if we can 
locate replacements for Phil and Graeme we should contact them but we all knew at that point that any hopes 


of a contract are out." 
Bruce caught Jan's hand and squeezed it. "I'm sorry, Jan. | really am." 


‘Its okay. | can find a regular job, and I'll keep playing any chance | get. If | became rich and famous | would 


have had to spend too much time away from you anyway.” 


Bruce lifted Jan's hand and kissed it, keeping hold of it even though they were now at the bus stop and there 
were a handful of other people there. It was a fifteen minute ride to the stop down the block from their 
apartment and Bruce felt his nervousness return. Jan was telling him about what Bruce and Mally had been 
doing, they apparently each had a day job to go back to in England so he didn't worry too much about them. 
The music hadn't been as important to them as it was to Jan, Bruce knew that from the time he'd spent with 
them the previous winter. He also knew that Jan would continue writing and playing no matter what, it was an 


integral part of who he was. 


They got off at their stop and Bruce slung Jan's overnight bag over his shoulder so Jan could carry his guitar 
more easily, "You're awfully quiet." Jan observed as they walked. Bruce had taken his hand again and was 


walking along lost in thought. 


"Yeah, sorry. | was thinking about your trip to LA. And," he smiled over at his lover, “about how much | 
missed you last night. It's hard to sleep if I'm not holding you." 


Jan laughed softly and squeezed Bruce's fingers. They'd arrived sat their building now and continued holding 
hands through the lobby and in the elevator. There was no one around, it was after midnight, and it was 


getting to the point where Bruce didn't care who saw them as a couple anyway. 


At the apartment door Bruce dug out his keys and unlocked it . "You're probably really beat, huh? It's been a 
long day." 


"| fell asleep on the bus, actually, but we can go to bed if you like, | know you worked all day." 
"Nah, l'm good for a while." 


Jan laid his guitar case down and Bruce disappeared into the bedroom with Jan's bag, coming back out a couple 
of minutes later to find Jan on the couch with his head laid back, eyes closed. 


"See, | knew you were tired” Bruce chided him. 
"Not tired so much, just kind of disappointed in how everything has turned out with the record company." 


Bruce sat next to him, nodding in understanding. "There will be other chances for you, Im sure of it" He sat 


there looking at Jan and after a minute Jan must have sensed it, he raised his head and opened his eyes. 
"You're staring at me, Brucie." 


Bruce smiled. "Sorry. | was just thinking. I've been doing a lot of thinking lately. Do you realize it was just about 


a year ago you came to stay with me?" 
Jan smiled. "You literally stumbled across me in the park. Yeah, that was about this time last year, wasn't it?" 


"I know it hasn't been a perfect year for us, but you make me happy, Jan" Bruce's voice became low and 
serious and he took Jan's hand. "Being with you makes me happier than I've ever been and being without you 


makes me miserable. Can | ask you something?" 


Bruce's unusually earnest tone had Jan's interest now. "Of course, you can ask me anything.” 


Bruce took a deep breath. He had given a lot of thought to how to do this and had decided that being 
straightforward was best. He reached into his jacket pocket and came out with something that he held 
concealed in the palm of his hand. "I want to ask you if you will stay with me forever, if you will be my life 
partner?" 

He opened his hand to show a gold signet ring . "It's impossible for us to get married but | want to do 
something to formalize what we have. Will you wear this ring?" 


Jan looked stunned. This was a marriage proposal, or as close to one as they could get, and he realized that. He 
looked up from the ring to Bruce, and his gray eyes were glistening with moisture. His voice came out low, 
almost choked, when he was finally able to speak "Of course | will, Bruce! We're meant to be together. We're 


soul mates and | want to be with you forever, too." 


Bruce let out a breath he didn't realize he was holding. Until that moment he had been half afraid Jan would 


say no, or at least make some excuse as to why he couldn't commit himself fully to anyone. Bruce's rejection 
by his parents had left him with a deep seated feeling of unworthiness, and in the back of his mind he had 
always worried that Jan saw him as unworthy too. He took hold of Jan's hand again and tried to keep his 
fingers steady as he slipped the ring on him, relieved that it fit since he had only guessed at Jan's ring size. 
Jan raised his hand to examine the ring, it was bright gold and engraved on it in stylized script was the letter 


B 


Then Bruce turned over his own hand and Jan saw he wore an identical ring, only his had the letter "J". When 
Jan saw that, the tears that had filled his eyes spilled over. He was obviously very emotionally moved and 
couldn't speak for a minute. Bruce felt choked up himself but he was immensely relieved. He had tried and 
failed to come up with meaningful words to tell Jan how much he meant to him, how much loving him had 
changed his life, but nothing ever came out sounding right. 


"| love you, Jan" he said simply. "I always will." 


mell" Jan swiped at his damp cheek with the back of his hand and Bruce leaned over, kissing his cheek. 


"I never thought | would ever do anything like this, either. | never saw myself as someone who would want to 


commit myself to one person for life. But you changed all that. | know | suck at being romantic, but..." 
Jan interrupted him by kissing him softly. "No, you don't. This was beautiful.” 


Bruce still held Jan's hand and he pulled him up, leading him to the bedroom. Jan reasonably expected that they 
would make love and then go to sleep but when they entered the bedroom he stopped short, looking around in 
wonder. The room was lit only by candles, over a dozen of them, and a light sandalwood scent filled the air. The 


bed was made properly, which was rare for them, and on the black comforter lay one red rose. 


Jan looked at he rose, then looked at Bruce. Another tear threatened to fall. "Don't you ever say you suck at 
romantic things, Brucie," his voice broke a little then "Because this is the most romantic thing I've ever seen. | 
love it! And | love youll" He stepped over to where Bruce stood by the bed and closed his arms around him, 
kissing him tenderly. When Bruce responded he kissed him again then and things quickly escalated. They fell to 
the bed, nearly crushing the rose which Jan quickly moved to the bed stand. Bruce had been awake for 18 
hours and Jan had an exhausting and stressful day in LA. but all of that was forgotten now as they found 
themselves entangled on their bed, their ever present passion amplified by the knowledge that they were now 
linked by a solid, spoken commitment. They belonged to one another, it was a heady yet extremely intimate 
feeling and it added an extra layer of intensity to their lovemaking. 


They made love slowly at first but when the excitement grew stronger, unbearably stronger, Jan sat up and 
swung a long leg over Bruce, moving and grinding on his erection as Bruce reached for the lube. Their senses 
were heightened to the point where it took mere minutes after they joined for them to reach the pinnacle at 
virtually the same moment. They moved together until the sensations subsided then Jan collapsed at Bruce's 
side, still trying to catch his breath. He lay with his hand on Bruce's chest, the gold ring glinting amongst 
Bruce's dark chest hair, and Bruce covered it with his own hand, the rings clinking together with a slight click 


It was very symbolic, Bruce was thinking as he drifted off to sleep. 


The two slept until noon the next day and were awakened by the phone. The remaining members of White Spirit 
were calling Jan before their flight back to the UK. and Jan took the call while still lying in Bruce's arms. Bruce 


could hear Mally's voice on the line asking Jan if he was sure he didn't want to return to England with them. 


"If the band is on hiatus there's no reason for you to stay in America, is there? If you come back with us we 


can audition for new members. We still have a following back home, remember." 


Jan didn't even hesitate. "No, everything | want is here. I'm staying. | want you guys to succeed, don't get me 
wrong, and if you come back here with a band I'll play with you anytime you want, but l'm not leaving 
America" Jan's hand was playing in Bruce's chest hair as he was speaking, the ring bright in the midday 
sunlight. 


Mally gave up his attempts to persuade Jan after another minute or so and had to go, their flight was 
boarding. Hanging up the phone, Jan turned back to Bruce to be immediately captured by a kiss. "You're mine 
forever now!" Bruce ginned when he broke the kiss, "I've been wondering if you have any..you know, fantasies? 
If there's something you think you might want to try? Because we'll do it if there is, | want to make every one 


of your fantasies come true." 


"You already have." Jan said simply, pressing a small kiss to the edge of Bruce's mouth. "I've never even 


fantasized about half of the things we've done already." 
"Really? As highly sexed as you are l'm kind of surprised to hear that.” 


| was never highly sexed before | met you!" Jan smiled. "I've gone a long time without it before and it never 
really bothered me, but now if you and | don't do it at least twice a day | feel like I'm going to go out of my 


mind." 


Bruce was more than flattered to hear that. To him it was just more proof, as though any more were needed, 
that they were made for each other because he felt the same way. He had always liked sex a lot, he had even 
wondered at times if he liked it too much, but though he usually never had trouble getting women everything 


he had done before paled in comparison to making love with Jan. 


The two of them had tentatively agreed to go to the Upfront club again this week when Dave and Nick dropped 
them off the week before but Bruce felt he would be equally happy to stay home with Jan. "Do you still want 
to go out tonight?" he asked him as they sat down to some ham sandwiches for lunch. "Because we don't have 


to if you don't feel up to it" 


‘Im fine, Brucie, really. The whole LA. thing was disappointing, yes, but I'm not heartbroken over it. And after 
all," he smiled, "after all was said and done, yesterday turned out to be the best day of my life!" he held up 


his hand to show Bruce's ring, and Bruce felt his heart swell with love at the sentiment. 


Dave called at six to say he would be by to pick them up in an hour. "Oh, and | was talking to Steve the other 
day." he added. Steve lived just a few blocks from the bungalow Dave and Nick rented. "He said that if Jan 
wanted to jam with the band on a few songs tonight he's more than welcome to, and to bring his own guitar if 


he does." 


"lll ask him." Bruce promised before hanging up the phone. Jan was taking a shower at the moment but when 


he emerged, naked but for a towel around his waist, Bruce mentioned it to him. 
He looked intrigued. "They want me to play with them again? That would be fun, sure I'll do it!" 


"| know what else would be fun, too," Bruce came over and slid his fingers beneath the top edge of Jan's towel, 


“only we don't have time!" 


Jan laughed and playfully slapped his hand away. "No, we don't, but we'll make up for it when we get home!" He 


gave Bruce a teasing look, "And who's the highly sexed one now?" 


Bruce was growing more comfortable at The UpFront Club now that he was convinced the girl Denise wasn't a 
regular there. It wasn't the same familiarity as Pete's pool hall back in Frisco but the atmosphere was 
easygoing and the music was good. Even the warm-up band was talented and professional and when Smiler took 
the stage at 9:00 the crowd broke into loud cheers. The four of them went backstage during the break as was 
becoming their habit and Steve immediately greeted them as friends. 


Steve had puzzled Bruce at first, offstage he was a quiet, unassuming man and the only hint that he was the 
leader of a metal band was his long brown hair, but as Bruce got to know him a little better he came to 
appreciate the dedication Steve had to the music. He asked Jan to join them for the entire second half of their 
set and they went over their set list to ensure that Jan knew all of the songs they planned to do. The second 
half usually consisted of covers and audience requests and Jan was confidant he would have no problem. He 
and H worked out a system of trading off on the solos and Bruce talked with Dave, Nick, and the other 
members of Smiler. Bruce felt Steve's eyes on him from time to time and once he saw Steve looking at the 
matching rings visible on his and Jan's hands. ‘Oh well Bruce thought, ‘if he has a problem with our 


relationship he can either come right out and say so or keep his mouth shut: 


The second half of Smiler's performance was a rousing success and some of the crowd seemed to recognize 
Jan from the previous week, cheering when he joined the band onstage. He not only knew the songs but he and 
H seemed to have an instinct about working together to blend the guitars seamlessly. Every time Bruce saw 
Jan on a stage he was struck all over again with his professionalism and with the way the music seemed to 
take him away, he would often close his eyes and get a dreamy look on his face during the body of the song 
but when he did his solo he was incredibly energetic, very sexually charged, moving sinuously or thrusting his 
hips against the Strat in a way that made Bruce want to jump up on the stage and take him right then and 
there. At one point while he was doing some intricate work with the whammy bar he sank to his knees and 


literally humped the body of the quitar, making Bruce's mouth go dry with desire. He knew Jan wasn't doing it 
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deliberately, it was the music flowing through him, but the result had the club patrons shouting, whistling, and 


cheering their approval. 


After their final number Jan went backstage with the band. By the time Bruce Dave and Nick wove their way 
through the crowd to join them they found the members of Smiler in a huddle in the corner of the room and 
Jan helping himself to one of the icy cold beers on the table. Bruce went straight over to him and gave him a 
hug. 


"You were fantastic!” and when his mouth was close to Jan's ear he added, "I want you so bad right now!" 


Jan burst into laughter but sneaked a squeeze to Bruce's butt before they parted Just then Steve came over 


to them. 


"Can | talk to you for a minute, Jan?" He led the two of them to one of the couches that lined the room and 
they sat. Dave and Nick were already sitting there nursing drinks and Steve began speaking. "| admit | don't 
know you very well but | was just talking with the other guys and we all agree on this. We want to know if 
you'd be interested in joining Smiler permanently.” 


Jan looked taken aback, and Steve misinterpreted the look as reluctance. "I don't know what your regular job is 
or if you have time for this, we usually put in a good ten or twelve hours a week rehearsing, but the crowd 
loves you, the club manager says he's already getting compliments on how you're enhancing our sound, 


and..well, I'd like to pick up a few more gigs at other clubs." 


Dave had been listening and now he spoke up. "I thought you were just in this for fun, Steve. Why the sudden 


interest in getting more work for the band?" 


Steve sighed. "I was laid off from my job, yesterday was my last day. I've got two kids at home, | need to 
make some money. H and Paul have shitty, low paying jobs as it is so they're willing. Ronnie has been 
unemployed for the past six months, so he's in. The guy who owns this club owns three others in town and 
the manager here says we'll have no trouble getting booked at them. Someone who can play as well as you can 


would increase our chances a lot." 


Bruce chipped in then. “Jan's too modest to tell you, so | will. His old band, White Spirit, were up for a recording 
contract but some of the members quit and it fell through." 


Steve raised his eyebrows, obviously impressed with this revelation "A recording contract! If the rest of your 
band were as good as you are, l'm not surprised. Think it over. It could bring in at least a hundred bucks a 


week for each of us. " 


Jan looked at Bruce, who smiled encouragingly at him. "Your band is brilliant, Steve. | don't have to think it over. 


lm in" 


Steve was pleased. "Great! Umm..there's just one thing." 


Both Bruce and Jan looked at him expectantly, he seemed unsure how to go on. "Well, you two," he motioned 
if you know what | mean" 


"You mean | shouldn't give him a blow job onstage?" Bruce's voice was heavy with sarcasm. "We're not stupid, 
Steve." Bruce was frankly getting sick and tired of the homophobia he sometimes felt surrounded by. 


"I know, | know. wasn't implying you are. l'm just asking you to be careful in public, okay? It...well, it makes me 
uncomfortable and | know it would a lot of other people, too." 


Bruce opened his mouth to say something but Jan laid his hand on his arm. "It's okay, Bruce. We may not like 
it, but that's just the way people are. There's nothing we can do about it" 


Bruce sighed. "All right. No public displays of affection We already know better than do that anyway." 


Steve looked relieved, and he smiled, putting out his hand to Jan. "Welcome to the band then, Jan" 
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When Bruce drove to pick Janick up from his rehearsal with Smiler in Steve's garage in his recently purchased 
Oldsmobile, he found the band in high spirits. He sensed the electricity in the air the minute he entered and 
anticipated hearing that the band had picked up yet another regular gig. Their reputation had grown locally to 
the point where they were not only the house band for three clubs but were also being asked to open for 
some of the better known west coast metal bands. It was going so well that Jan brought in as much money 
per week as Bruce and even though Steve was recalled to his old job he declined, he was making more money 
with Smiler. 


Jan and the band were lounging on the tattered couch Steve kept in his garage, talking animatedly and obviously 
working on the latest of several beers when Bruce walked in. Jan jumped up immediately and came over, giving 
Bruce a hug that took him by surprise. The band were accustomed by now to the nature of their relationship 
but it was still unusual for Jan to be so boldly affectionate. 

"Hey," Bruce laughed, returning the hug, "to what do | owe this pleasure?" 


Jan was smiling widely, and Steve shouted for Bruce to come over and join them , handing him a beer. "| can 
answer that! Thanks in part to your boyfriend here," he grinned, "we've been offered a contract with Recluse 


Records!" 


Bruce's jaw dropped. Recluse was a local San Francisco record company and they were a rapidly growing 


company, already having several up and coming hard rock and metal bands signed to their label. "Are you 


serious!?!? Congratulations, guys!" 


Steve filled him in on the details and Bruce was relieved to learn that no prolonged separations from Jan were 
to be expected. The preliminary contract they had been given to look over was strictly for recording, there 
were no touring obligations or anything else included that might have required lengthy separations between him 
and Jan. Smiler could continue the local club circuit with the potentially added income of record sales. In that 


respect, this was even better than the contract White Spirit was to have had. 
After celebrating with the band for a while, Bruce took Jan home for a little private celebrating of their own 
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